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. OLD POZ

o

| Lucy, daughter to the Justice.

Mgs. BUSTLE, Landlady of the Sa
racen’s Head.

- JusTicE HEADSTRONG. '

OLp Man.

- WILL1AM, g Servent.

e

SCENE 1.

Fhehouse of Justice Headstrong—ahall.
Lucy watering some myrties—a servant
'~ behind the scenes is heard to say—

——] tell you my master is not up
—you can’t see him, so go about your
msiness, I say.

VOL. IV. B
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" Lucy. Whom are you speaking to, 1

William ?—WEko® ®hacP. ! :) '

Will. Only an old man, miss, with a
complaint for my master: '

Lucy. Oh then don’t send hlm away
—don’t send him away. '

will. Bnt master has pot ‘had hls
chocolate, ma’am. He won’t see aqy
body ever before he drinks his choco- |
late, you know, ma’am.

Lucy. But let the old man then come
in here—perhaps he can wait a little
while—call him.

[Exit servant.

(Lucy sings,. and goes qn watering her

syriles—the Servant shows in the Old
Man) -

Will. You can’t see my master this
howr, but niiss will let you stay here.

Lacy. (uside) -Paor old men, how -
he trembles as he walks! (dloyd) Sit
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down, sit down, y: ‘father will. supu
soon ; pray sit down: ‘

(He hesitates,she ptdu a ckm‘cthmdo
him.)
- Luqy. Pray sit down. :
- : (He sits dows.)
~ Old Man. You are very good, Jmiss,
-very good. . o
(Lucy goes to her myrtles again.)
Lucy. Ah! I’m afraid this pogr myr-
tle is quite dead—quite dead. . |
(The Old Man sighs, and she turns round.)
- Lucy. (aside) 1 wonder what chn
" make him sigh ‘sol—{Aoud) My ‘father
won't mike you wait tong. ‘
Old M. O, ma'atn, as long as he
pleases—I’m in no hasbe—-—no'haste—ls
‘orfly a smdll ‘matter. -
Lucy. But does a small matter maﬂe
-yom sigh so?
Old M. Ah, miss ; because, though it
~ isa small matter in itself, it is not a
B2
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small matter to me (sighing again) ; i
was my all, and I've lost it.

Lucy. What do you mean? What
have you lost ?

Old M. Why, miss—but I won
trouble you about it.

Lucy. But it won’t trouble me
all—I mean, I wish to hear it-—so tel
it ‘me.

Old. M. Why, miss, I slept last night
at the inn here in town—the Saracen’s
Head -
Lucy. (interrupts him) Hark, there
is my father coming down stairs ; follow.
me—you may tell me your story as we
go along.

Old M. 1 slept at the Saracen’s Head,
_miss, and

(Exit talking)
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" SCENE dI.
- JusTicE HEADSTRONG’S STUBY.
(He agpears in’his night-gown aﬂ cap
“with his gouty foot upon g stocl—a table
and chocolatebedide him—Lucy is leaning
on the arm of his chair,)

————

" Just. Well, well, my darling, pre-
. sently—-Tll see’him presently. ‘

. Lury. Whilst you are drinking yosr
chocolate, papa ? ,

Just. No, no, no—I never see any
_body til 1 have done my chocolate,
‘daxling. (He tastes his chocolatc) There’s
Do sugar in this, child.

. Lucy. 'Yes, indeed, papa.
B3
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Just. No child—there’s no. sugar I
tell you—that’s poz ! |

Lucy. Oh, but, papa, I assure you,

put in two lumps myself.

Just. There’s no sugar, I say—why
will you contradict me, child, for ever ?
—there is no sugar, I say.

(Lucy leans over him playfully, and with
his tea-spoon pulk out two lumps of su-
gar.)

"Lucy. What’s this, papa ?

Just. Pshaw ! pshaw! pshaw! it is

- not melted, child—it is the same as no

- sugar. Oh my foot, girl! my foot—

_you kill me-—go, go, I'm busy— I've
business to do—go and send William to
me; do you hear, love?

Lucy. And the old man, papa ?

Just. What old man? I tell yon
what, I've been plagued ever since I
was awake, and before I was awake,



OLD POZ. 7

about that old man. If he can’t wait,
let him go about his business—don’t
you know, child I never see any body
till I've drunk my chocolate—and I
never will, if it was a duke, that’s poz!
Why it has but just struck twelve ; if he
can’t wait, he can go about his business,
_can’t he? '

Lucy. O, sir he can wait. It was
not he who was impatient : (she comes
back playfully) it was only I,- papa;
don’t be angry.

Just. Well—well, well ( finishing his
cup of chocolate, and pushing the dish
away); and at any rate there was not
sugar enough—send William, send Wil
liam, child, and I'll finish my own busi-
ness, and then—

13

[ Exit Lucy—dancing—* And then !—
and then !") -
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JusTICE alone '

Oh«th;s Foot ‘of mine ¥ (cmngec)—udh
‘this Toot" Aye, if Pr. Sparerib cod
“oure 'one of the geut, then, indeed, I
abould " think sémething o him-dsat,
as to my leaving off my bottle of pes,
)8 Honsetme, it's-allmonsense, E-ewit do
1 can’t, aud T won't:for all the 'Or.
: Spaveribs th Cluistendom, thut’s poet

Enter WILL1AM,

Just. William—oh ! aye—hey—what
‘answer, pray, did ‘you bring frowmn the
Saracen’s Head?—Did you see Mm.
Bustle herself, as 1 bid you ? -

Will. Yes, sir, 1 saw the Yandtally
herself—she said she would come up
-trmmedietely, sir.

Just. Ah, that’s \vell—iuimediately?

l
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Will. Yes, sir, and I hear her voice
below now.

Just. O show her up, show Mrs.
Bustle in.

Enter Mrs. BUSTLE, the Landlady of the
Saracen’s Head.

Land. Good-morrow to your wor-
ship !'—I'm glad to see your worship
look so purely—I came up with all
speed (taking breath). Our pie is in the
oven—that was what you sent for me

_about, I take it.

Just. True—true—sit down, good
Mrs. Bustle, pray——

Land. O your worship’s always very
good (settling her aprom); 1 came up
just as I was, only threw my shawl over
me—I thought your worship would ex-
cuse—I’m quite as it were rejoiced to
see your worship look so purely, and to
find you up so hearty—
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Just. ‘O, Pm very hearty ""'(t'otggh-
ing), always hearty and thatikfal for ‘it
-w—T hope to'see many Christmus dvings
yet, Mrs. Bustle—and so oar pie s in
the oven, I think you say?

Land. In the oven, ‘it is—I put it
in with my own hands, and, if we ‘have
but good tuck in the baling, it will
be as pretty a goose-pie, theugh I say
it that should not say N, as pretty -a
‘Boose-pie as ever your worship set"your
eye upon. 4 |

Just. Will you take a ‘glss of ‘any
thing this morning, Mrs. Bustle?—I
“have some mice usquebaugh.

Land. O no, your worship! — I
#hank ‘your ‘worship, though, ‘as muth
‘as ¥ T took it; but I just took ity
‘Juncheon - before 1 ‘came wup-or frare
“proper wy ‘sawdwich, 1 should say, ‘Por
the fashion’s sake, ‘to be sure. A Fm-
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cheow won't ga dewn with nohody,
now-a-day (laughs)— I expact hostler
and boots will he calling for their sand- -
wiches just now (leughs again) — I'm
sure I beg your worship’s pardon for .
mentioning a luncheon.

Just. Q, Mrs. Bustle, the word’s
a good word, for it means a good
thing, ha! ha! hal ha! (pulls out his
wat ch)—bnt, pray, is it luncheon time? ‘
—why it’s past one, I ‘declare, and I
thought I wes up in remarkably good
time too.

Lgnd. Well, and to be sure sa it
worship—but folks in our way must
be up by times, you know—I've been
up and about these seven hours!

Just. (stretching) Seven hours {

-Land. Aye, indeed, eight, I might
sap, B I'm an eazdy Nttle body,
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though I say it that should not say it-—-
am an early little body.

Just. An early little body, as you say,
Mrs. Bustle—so I shall have my goose-
pie for dinner, hey ?

Land. For dinner, as .sure as the
clock strikes four—bnt I mustn’t stay
prating, for it may be spoiling if u'm
away—so I must” wish your worship 3
good morning. (She curtsies.)

Just. No ceremony — no ceremony,
good Mrs. Bustle, your servant.

~ Enter WILLIAM, fo take away the
chocolate—the Landlady is putting
on her shawl.

Just. You may let that man know,
William, that I have despatched my
own business, and I am at leisure for

his now ~ (taking a pinch of snuff y—

____4-__“_;&.-___—_._.‘_‘-__-_—_ .."__
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hum—pray, William! (Justice leans
back gravely)—what sort of a looking
ellow is he, pray? :

- Wil Most like a sort of a travel-
ing man, in my opinion, sir,—or '
omething that way, I take it.

- (A# these words the Landlady turns round
inquisitively, and delays, that she may
listen, whilst she is putting on and pin-
ning her shawl.)

Just. Hum—a sort of a travelling
nan—hum—IJlay my books out open,
t the title Vagrant—and, William, tell
he cook that Mrs. Bustle promises me
he goose-pie for dinner—four o’clock,
lo you hear? And show the old man
h now.

The Landlady looks eagerly towards the
door, as it opens, and exclaims—

Land. My old gentleman, as I hope
0 breathe !

VOL. IV, C
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Enter the Onn Max.
(Lucy follows the Old Man on tiptoe—
- tke Justice leans back, and looks: conse-
quentiol~dbe Landlady sets her armes
a-kingio ytke Old Manslarisas haseesher.)

_Just. What stops you, friend? Come
foxmard, if you please.

- kgnd. (adoancing) Seo, sirt is it
you, sir?>~—aye, you little looked, I
wamant ye, to meet me here with Ais
waoyship—but there you reckoned with-
ouk your host—out of the frying-pan
injo the fire. .

Just. What is alk this ?—what is this?

Leard. (ruaning ox) None of yaur
flummery stuff will. go down with his
waeship, no more than with me, I give
ye warning--so you may go further and
fase worse—and spere your breath. to
cool your porridge. .
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Just. (waves his hand with dignity)
Mrs. Bustle, good Mrs. Bustle, re-
wember where you are-—shence !—
silence '—Come forward, sir, amd Tet
e hear what 'you have to say.

( The Qld Man comes Forward.)

Just. Whe, snd what may you We,
friemd 7 and what is your basiness ‘with
e ?

Lund. Sir, if your ?wms"hxp will give
me leave~——

{Justice makes & sign £ fer Yo W silent.)

Od. M. leneynurwmhp,lum an
wnid .soldier.

Lawd. (interrapting) An oMd byyb-
crite, say.

Just. Mrs. Budtle, pray--I dcsh'e——

Aot the man speak.
" Old. M. For these two years palt,
ever vmce, plense pour warshipel
~ wasn't able to work any longer, fof sin
c2
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my youth I did work as well as the best
of them.

Land. (eager to interrupt) You WOrk
——Yyou

Just. Let him finish his story, I say.

Lucy. Aye, do, do, papa, speak for
him. Pray, Mrs. Bustle—— .

Land. (turning suddenly round to
Lucy) Miss!—A good morrow to.you,
ma’am—I humbly beg your apologies,
for not seeing you sooner, Miss Lucy.

(Justice nods to the Old Man, who goes on.)

Old. M. But, please your worship, it
pleased God to take away the use of my
left arm, and, since that, I have never
been able to work.

Land. Flummery ——ﬂummery'

Just. (angrily) Mrs. Bustle, I have
desired silence, and I will have it, that’s
poz !—you shall have your turn pre-
sently.
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" Old M: Por ‘these two ‘yeurs pastw
‘fop why sheuld Ibe ashated ‘to tefl She
truth—1I have livedl tipon chatity, and 1
qcraped together a guinea and @ -half,
wnll wpwerds ; amd I was travelfing with
#:t6 my grandson, in the north, with
him to end my days——bot-—(sighing)

Just. But what ?—~proceed pray to
#he-paint.

Old M. But, 1ast night, I slept here
 gewn, please your worship, at ‘ﬂre
Saracen'’s Head.

Land. (in a rage) At the Saracen'
Head” yes, forsooth, none such ever
wlept at the- Saracen’s ¥lead alore, or
wver shall after, as long as my name’s
Bustle, and the Saracen’s Head is the
Saracen’s Head. '

‘Just. Again !“~again '—Mrs Land-
My, this & domghb—l have said
you should speak’ presently-c- ile shall

c3



.

18 . OLD POZ. -

speak first, since I’ve said it— that's poz!
Speak on, friend: you slept last night
at the Saracen’s Head. '

Old M. Yes, please your worship,
and I accuse nobody—but, at night, I
had my little money safe, and, in the
morning, it was gone.

Land. Gone!'—gone mdeed_ in my
house! and this is the way I'm to
be treated! is it so? —I couldn’t but
speak, please your worship, to such an
inhuman-like, out o’-the way, scanda-
-lous charge, if King George, and all
the Royal Family, were sitting in your
worship’s chair, besides you, to silence me
—(Turning to the Old Man)—And this
is your gratitude; forsooth! Didn’t you
tell me that any hole in 1y house was
good enough for you, you wheedling hy- |
pocrite, and my thanks is to call me and
“mine a pack of thieves.
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- 0ld M. O, no, no, no, No—a pack

\ of thieves, by no means !

’ Land. Aye, I-thought when I came .
to speak we should have you upon your
marrow-bones in ,

Just. (imperiously) Silence !—five

} times have I commanded silence, and

; five times in vain; and I won’t com-

" mand any thing five times in vain—
that's poz !

Land. (in a pet, aside) Old Poz!
{Aloud)—Then, your worship, I don’t
see any business I have to be waiting
here—the folks will want me at home
~—(returning and whispering)—shall I
send the goose-pie up, your worship, if

_ it’s ready ?

Just. (with magnanimity) 1 care not
for the goose-pie, Mrs. Bustle—do not
talk to me of goose-pies—this is no
place to talk of pies. :
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- Laend. 0, for that: ma!ster, Yo
worshlp knows'best, ‘to be sure.
: ’ i[&u.tmdkdg, :

|

. "

SCENE IIL : l

JusTicE HEADSTBONG, OsD NncN, ‘
wmd Lucy.

" Luty. Ah now ' glad he cm spesk
wanow tell papa-—and you need not ‘be
~afraid to speak to him, for he is ‘very
‘good-natured—don't contraditt ‘him
- though—because ke told me not—

Just. O darling, you shall eontradiet

en as you please—only x;ot be-
‘drunk my checolate, chill—
y on, my good friend, you see
* to live in old England, where,

e —
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thank Heaven, the poorest of his Ma-
Jjesty’s subjects may have justice, and
speak his mind before the first man in
the land. Now speak on, and you hear
she tells you you need not be afrald of
me. Speak on.

Old M. 1 thank your worship, Im
e,

Just. Thank me! for what, sir? I
won't be thanked for doing justice,
sir; so—but explain this matter. You
lost your money, hey, at the Saracen’s
Head—you had it safe last night, hey?
—and you missed it this mqrning.
Are you sure you had it safe. at
night ?

Oid M. O, please - your worshnp,
quite sure, for T took it out and looked .
at it, just before I said my prayers.

“Just. You did—did ye so—hum!
pray, my good friend, where might



[ ) OLD POZ.

yuuputyurmpneywhenyoum
"to-bed?

«  Old M. Please your worship, xchqne
I always put it——always—in my tobacde-
Just. Your tobacco-box?! [ newer
heard of such a thing— to make a stvong
box of a tobacco-box—ha! ha! haide-
Jham—and you say the bex- and dl was
.gene in the morning. -

Old M, No, please your worship; e,
hot the box, the box was never stitwofl
from the place where I put it. They
Jeft me the box.

Just. Tut, tiit, tut, man '—took ﬁe
money and left the box ; I'll newest Jhe-
Jigve that ; Tll newér believe thwt mny
one tould be such a fool. Twt, Mub!
the thing’s impossible: it's well yom: -
‘not 4pon oath. - .

Q{d M. & 1 was, please yonwonﬁ,
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& should say the mame, for it is the
troths

* Just. Dov’t tell me, don’t tell me; X
sty the thing is impossible.

QOld M. Please your worship, bexe’s.
the box. ‘

Joust. (gaes an without looking ai it)
Naasense ! nonsense ! it’s no such thing,

i aw such thing, I say—no man wenld
take the money, and leave the tebacco-
bax, I won’t believe it—nothing shall
make me believe it ever—that’s poz.

Lmcy. (takes the box, and holds it up
before her father's eyes) You dxd naot
sz the hox; did you, papa ?

. Just. Yes, yes, yes, child—nonsense !
its.all a lie from beginning to end. A
man who tells ome lie will tell a hun-
dredk—all 2 lie *—al} a lie !

Qid 3. If your worshxp would give
R leater——

Y
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Just. Sir—it does not signify—it does
not signify ; I've said it, I've said it,
and that’s enough to convince me; and
I’ll tell you more, if my Lord Chief
Justice of England told it to me, I
would not believe it—that’s poz !

Lucy. (still playing with the box)—
But how comes the box here, I wonder ?

Just. Pshaw ! pshaw ! pshaw, darl-
ing;—go to your dolls, darling; and
don’t be positive — go to your dolls,
and don’t talk of what you don’t un-
derstand. What can you understand, I
want to know, of the law ?

Lucy. No, papa, I didn’t mean
about the law-——but about the box;
because if the man had taken it,. how
could it be here, you know, papa?

Just. Hey, hey, what >—why what I
say is this, that I don’t dispute, that
that box, that you hold in your hands,
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is a box ; nay, for aught I know, it may.
be a tobacco-box—but it’s clear to me,
that if they left the box they did not
take the money—and how do you dare,
sir, to come before Justice Headstrong
with a lie in your mouth ?—recollect
yourself, I'll give you time to recellect
yourself. _

(A Pause.)

Just. Well, sir, and what do you say
now about the box ?

Old M. Please your worship, with
submission, I can say nothing but what'
X said before.

Just. What, contradict me again—
after I gave fye time to recollect your-'
self—I've done with ye, I have done—
contradict me as often as you please,
but you cannot impose upon me ; I defy
you to impose upon me !

Old M. Impose !

VOL. IV, D
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Jest. 1 knaw the lawm—I know
law$—and I'll make you know it
—me liour I give you to recollect
yomrself, and if you don’t give up this
idle story~—~I'B—F1l commit you as a.
vagmot—that's poz b—go, go for
present, Wilkam, take him into the’
servant’s hall, do you hear ?—What,
take the money, and leave the box— !
T'll: mever believe it, that’s poz !

(Lucy speaks to the Old Man as he is going off'}

Kucy. Don’t he frightemed! don’t
'be frightened—I mean, if you tell the
_truth, never be frightened.

Old M. If 1 tell the truth-—(furning
up kis eyes)

Old Man is ikl el bagk by

Zucy. One moment—answer me one
question—becawse of something that
just came into my head—Was the bex
shut fast when you left i ? ‘
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0ld M. No, miss, 20 | —opea-it wias
open, for I could not find the lid in the
dark—my candle went out—If I tell
the truthe—oh !
[Ext.

SCENE IV.

- JUSTICE’s Study—the JUSTICE is
writing.

Old M. Well !—I shall have but few
days more misery in this world !
- Just. ‘(looks. yp) Why! why—why
then, why will you be so positive to
Jersist in a lie? Take the money and
leave the box! obstimate Tblockhead !
Here, William (,shawmg -the committal),
take this old gentleman to Haldfast,

D¢

-



28 : OLD POZ.

the constable, and give him this war-
rant.

Enter Lucy, running out of breath.

Ive found it! DI've foundit! I've
found it! Here, old man; here’s your
money—here it is all—a guinea and a
half, and a shilling and a sixpence, just
as he said, papa.

Enter LANDLADY.

O la! your worship, d1d you ever
hear the like ? ‘ '-

Just. P've heard nothing, yet, that,
can understand. First, have "you se
cured the thief, I say ?

Lucy. (makes signs to the Landlady
to be silent) Yes, yes, yes! we have
him safe—we have him prisoner.—Shall
he come in, papa ?



Just. Yes, child, by oll nymrs’; \and
Aew 1 -shall hear 'what possessed bhn to
leawe the bex—1 don't umdersiaad—
'there’s something deep da 4R this, I
don’t undesstand it. Now I 8o dasive
-Mrs. Landlady, -nebody mey spesk a
sipgle word, whilst 1 am - cress-examin-
«inf the thief. '

U (Dasdhedy puts her finger -upon her Kpe—
"Boery body Mt ngevlymnk ke

- dwrc)
Re-enter Lucy, with & hugt withkdr
cage in ker hantl, contaimng.e mag-

‘Pre—the Justice draps the cammittal

ot of his hand. ‘

Just. Hey |—what ! Mrs. Lanﬂlsdy’
4l old magpie ! hey ! :

Land. Aye, your worship, my od

‘magpie-—who'd Liave thoughit it—Miss
was ¥ery clever, it was .she caught thte

thief. Miss was very clever, - ..
' D 3
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Old M. Very good! very good !

Just. Aye, darling ! her father’s dwn
<hild! How was it, child >—caught the
-thief with the mainour, hey ! tell us all
—I will hear all—that’s poz!

Lucy. Oh then, first I must tell you
how I came to suspect Mr. Magpie.—
Do you remember, papa, that day last
summer, that I went with you to the
bowling-greeen, at the Saracen’s Head?

Land. O, of all days in the year—
but I ask pardon, Miss

Lucy. Well, that day I heard my
uncle and another gentleman telling
stories of magpies hiding money; and
they laid a wager about this old mag-
pie—and they tried him—they put a
shilling upon the table, and he ran

.away with it, and hid it—so I theught
that he might do so agam, you know,
this time. .
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Just. Right, right ; it's a pity, child,
~you are not upon the bench; ha! ha
" hal

Lucy. And when I went to his old
thiding place—there it was—but you
see, papa, he did not take the box. '

Just. No, no, no! because the thief
was a magpie—no - man would have
taken the money, and left the box. You
see I was right—no man would have
~ deft the box, hey ?

Lucy. Certainly not, I suppose—but
Pm so very glad, old man, that you
have gotten your money.’

Just. Well then, child, here, take my
- purse, and add that to it. We were a
little too hasty withthe committal—hey ?

Land. Aye, and I fear I was so too;
but when one is touched about the cre-
. dit of one’s house, one’s apt to speak
warmly,
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QUi M. O, Tm. the haggiost wan
_ wlive! You are all convinced I tad Jram
1o lies—say no more—say no morg-f
fmm the happiest man! Miss, you bave
anade me the happiest old man alive}—
bless you for.it.! '

Land. Well now, Il &qll yw .what
~] know what I -think-— yeu mast
dicep that there unagpie .end melke e
show of bim, and 4 waprat be’ll thring
you many an honest pammy-—for:it'y ®
drue story, and folks. wﬂhkcwhant,
1 hopes—

Just. (eagerly) And friend, do M
hear, you'll dine here to -day--Wou’ll
Aline bere—we have .some excellent ale
o—I will have you.drink my health, thaths
;poz }—hey, youll drink. my ‘health,won’t
Fou, by ?

0ld Max. (bows) O—and ﬂzemow
lady’s, if you please.
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Just. Aye, aye, drink her health—she
deserves it—aye, drink my darling’s
health.

Land. And please your worship, it’s
the right time, I believe, to speak of the
goose-pie now—and a charming pie it
i3, and it’s on the table.

Will. And Mr. Smack, the curate,
and ’Squire Solid, and the Doctor, sir, -
are come, and dinner is upon the table.

Just. Then let us say no more—but
do justice immediately to the goose-pie
—and, darling, put me in mind to tell
this story after dinner—

(Afier they go out, the Justice stops.)

“Tell this story”—I don’t know whe-
ther it tells well for me—but Ill never
e positive any more—that’s poz !






THE MIMIC.

" aetatgpug-
CHAFTER I.

Pe. and Mrs. Montague spent the
mmer of the year 1795 at Clifton,
fth ‘their son Frederick, and their two
ughters, Sophia and Marianne. They
id taker much care of the "education
" their children, nor were they ever
mpted by any motive of personal con-
mnience, or temporary amusement, to
1zard the permanent happiness of their
ipils. )

Sensible of the extreme importance
Yearly impressions, and of the power-
T influence of external circumstances

al
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in forming the character and the man-
‘ners, they were now anxious, that the
variety of new ideas, and new objects;
which would strike the minds of their
children, should appear in a just point
of view.

“ Let children sce, end judge for
themselves,” is often inconsiderately
said.—Where children see only a
they cannot judge of the whole—and
from the superficial view which they
can have in short visits and desul
conversation, they can form only a false
estimgte of the objects of human hap
piness, a false mnotion of the nature of
society, and false opinions of characters
~—For these reasons Mr. and Mrs. Mon-
tague were particularly cautious in.the
choice of their acquaintance, as they
were well aware, that whatever passed|
in conversation before their children be-

N
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eame part of their education.—~When
they came to Clifton, they wished to
have had a house entirely to them-
selves; but as they came late in the
season, almost all the lodging houses
were full, and for a few weeks they
were obliged to remain in a house, in
which some of the apartments were

“already occupied.

During the first fortnight, they
scarcely saw or heard any thing of one
of the families, who lodged on the
same floor with them.—An elderly
~ quaker, and his sister Birtha, were
their silent neighbours.—The bloom-
ing complexion of the lady had in-
deed attracted the attention of the
children, as they caught a glimpse of
her face, when she was getting into her
carriage to go out upon the Downs.—
They could scarcely believe, that she

' VOL. IV. E
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~ emne to the Wells “on .aceount -of hew
bealth. —Besides ‘her blesming coms
plexion, the delicate white of 'her gus
ments had struck them with admirstives
- gmd they observed, thather brothee:cave- |
fully guarded these from the wheel of
the carviage, as he banded livr in.. From
this circumstanee, and from the bemevo.
lent countenance of the old gentieman,
‘they concluded, thet he was very fond
-of his sister—that they were .certainly
wery happy, only they pever spoke, and |
-could be seen but for a moment. |
Not so the maiden lady who occupied
‘the ground floor.—On. the stairs, in the
‘pmssages, at her window, she was conti-
‘nually visible; and she seemed to possess
the art of being presemt in all these
pleces at once..~ker wvoice was eter-
pally to be heard, and it was not parti-
oalarly melodious. The very firet day she
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met Mrs. - Montagee’s. children on the
siairs, she stepped. to tell Marianne,
that she was a charming dear! and a
charming little dear! to kiss hen, teo
inguive her neme, and to inform ber
#hat her own name was “ Mrs. Therese
Tattle;” a circumstancé of which theve
was little danger of their long remaining:
in- ignorance, for in the course of one
-morning at least twenty single, and as
many doyble raps at the door, were
swoceeded by vociferations of “ Maw
Theresa Tattle’s servamt ! ” — ¢ Mss.
Theresa Tattle at. home ! ” — < Ms.
Theresa Tattle mot at bome.”

No person at the Wells was ofteney
st home and alroad than Mrs. Tattle!
She had, as she deemed it, the happi
mess to bave a most. extensive acquaing.
ance residing at Cliftom. She had foe
years kept ‘a register of arrivals. She

E 2
‘
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regularly consulted the subscriptions to
the circulating libraries, and the lists at
the Ball and the Pump-Rooms; so that,
with a memory unencumbered with
literature, and free from all domestic
cares, she contrived to retain a most
astonishing and correct list of. births,
deaths, and marriages, together with
all the anecdotes, amusing, instructive,
or scandalous, which are necessary to the
conversation of a water-drinking place,
and essential to the character of a « very
¢ pleasant woman.”

“ A very pleasant woman,” Mrs.
Tattle was usually called ; and conscicus
of her accomplishments, she was eager
to introduce herself to the acquaintanee
of her new neighbours; having, -with
her ordinary expedition, collected from
their servants, by means of her own, all
that could be known, or rather all that
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¢ould be told, ahout them. The name
of Montague, at all events, she knew
was 2 gond pame, and justified her
.esurting this acqueimtance. She couvt-
ed i first by nods, and bhecks, and
smiles, at Marianne, whenever she met
her; and Marianne, who was a very
little girl, began presently to nod and
smile in return; persuaded, that a lady,
who smiled s0 much, could not be ill.
natured. Besides, Mrs. Therese’s par-
lour door was sometimes left imore than
hadf open, to afford a view of a green
paxrot. Marianne sometimes passed
vexy slowly by this deor. One morn-
mg it was left quite wide open; she
stepped $a say, “ Pretty Poll,” aand im-
wodiately Mrs. Tsttle begged she would
e her the homowr to walk in and see
% Pretyy Peoll ;” at she same hmeuhug
E 8
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the liberty to offer her a piece of iced
plum cake.
The next day Mrs. Theresa Tattle
. did herself the honour to wait upon
Mrs. Montague, “ to apologize for the
diberty ‘she had taken, in inviting Mrs.
Montague’s charming Miss Marianne
into her apartment to see Pretty Poll ;
- and for the still greater liberty she had
taken in offering her a piece of plum
cake, inconsiderate creature that she
was! which might possibly have dis-
agreed with her, and which certainly
were liberties she never should have
- been induced to take, if she had net
been unaccountably bewitched by Miss
Marianne’s striking, though highly flat-
tering resemblance, to a young gentle-
man, an officer, with whom she had
danced ; - she was sorry to say, now
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nearly twelve years ago, at the races in
~———shire, of the name of Montague,
8 most respectable young man, and of
a8 most respectable family, with which,
in a remote degree, she might presume
to say, she herself was someway con-
nected, having the honour to be nearly
related to the Jones’s of Merioneth
shire, who were cousins to the Man-
wairings of Bedfordshire, who married
into the family of the Griffiths’s, the
eldest branch of which, she understood,
had the honour to be cousin-german to
Mr. Montague, on which account she
had been impatient to pay a visit so
likely to be productive of most agreeable
consequences, in the acquisition of an
acquaintance whose society must do her
infinite honour.”

Having thus happily accomplished
her first visit, there seemed little proba-
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bility of escaping Mrs. Taitle’s ferties
acquaintance. In the course of the first
week, she only hinted to Mr. Montagwe,
that “ some people thought his system
of education rather odd ; that she should
be obliged to him, if he would, some
time or other, when he had nothing else
ta de; just sit down and make her under
stand his notions, that she might hawve
something to say to her acquaintance; as
she always wished te have, when she
heard any friend attacked, or any friend’s
opinions.”

Mr. Montague deelining to sit dows
aud makeythis lady understand a system
of education only to give her some:
thing ta say, and showing unaccountable
indifference about the attacks with
which he was threatened, Maa. Tattle
next addnessed herself to Mrs. Mon-
tague, prophesying, in 8 mast serioms
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whisper, “ that the charming Miss Ma-
rianne would shortly and inevitably
grow - quite crooked, if she were not
immediately provided with a back-
board, a French dancing-master, and a
pair of stocks.” This alarming whisper
could not, however, have a permanént
effect upon Mrs. Montague’s under-
standing, because, three days afterwards,
Mrs. Theresa, upon the most anxious
inspection, mistook the hip and shoulder
which should have been the kighest.
This danger vanishing, Mrs. Tattle
presently, with a rueful length of face
and formal preface, “ hesitated'to assure
Mrs. Montague, that she was greatly
distressed about her daughter Sophy ;
that she was convinced her lungs were
affected ; .and that she certainly ought
to drink the waters morning and even-
ing; and above all things must keep
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ome of the patirosa looenges coustanthy
in ber mouth, and directly comsult Dr
Cardamum, the best physician in the
waoxld, and-the person she would semd
for herself upon her .death-bed; be
asuse, to ber certain knowledge, he had
secovered a youug lady, a relation of
her own, after she had lost ome whole
globe of her lungs.”

The medical opinion of a lady ‘of
so much anatomical precision coubd
not have much weight; ner was this
universal adviser more successfud in an
attempt to introduce a tutor to Fredes
rick, who, she apprehended, must want
one to perfect him in the Latin amd
Greek, and dead langunges, of which,
she observed, it would be impertinent
for a woman to talk; only she might vems
ture to repeat what she had heard said
hy good authority, that a competency of
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the desd tangues could be had ne
where but at e public school, or eles
foom a private tutor, who bhad been
shroad (afler the advantage of 3 classiy
eal edueation, finished in one of the
universities) with a good family, with.
owt which introduction it was idle to
think of repping solid advantages firom
amy continental tour; all which- requi~
sites she could, from personal know-
ledge, aver cancentrated in the gentle.
mmm she had the bosour £0 recommend,
as having been tutor to a young nohle-
man, who had now no farther oceasion
for him, being unfortunately, for himself
and his family, killed in an untimely
duel. . .

- Al her suggestiens being lost upon
these unthinking parents, Mms. Theress
Tuttle's powers were pext tried upon
the children, and presently her success
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was apparent. On Sophy, indeed, she
could not make any impression, though
she had expended on her some of her

finest strokes of flattery. Sophy, though
very desirous of the approbation of her
friends, was not very desirous to win
the favour of strangers. She was about
thirteen, that dangérous age at which
ill-educated girls, in their anxiety to
display their accomplishments, are apt
to become dependent for applause upon
the praise of every idle visiter; when the
habits not being formed, and.the atten-
tion being suddenly turned to dress and
manners, girls are apt to affect and imi-
tate, indiscriminately, .every thing that
they fancy to be agreeable.

Sophy, whose taste had been culti-
vated at the same time with her powers
of reasoning, was not liable to fall into
these errors ; she found, that she could.
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please those whom she wished to please,
without affecting to be any thing but
what she really was; and her friends
listened to what she said, though she
never repeated the sentiments, or adopt-
ed the phrases, which she might easily
have caught from the conversation of
those who were older or more fashion-
able than herself. This word Fashion-
able, Mrs. Theresa Tattle knew had
usually a great effect even at thirteen;
but she had not observed that it had
much power upon Sophy; nor were her
documents concerning grace and man-
ners much attended to. Her mother
had taught Sophy, that it was best to
let herself alone, and not to distort
either her person or her mind in ac-
quiring grimace, which nothing but the
fashion of the moment can support, and
which is always detected and despised
VOL. IV, F
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by peaple of real good sense and. polite-

% Blesa me!” said Mrs. Tattle to heve
self, « if 1 had such a tall daughsen
and so unfermed, before my ¢yes. from
moraing to pight, it- would certainly
break my poor heart. Thank Heaven;
- I.am not a mother ! Miss Mariaune for
me, if I was!”

Miss Marianne had heard so often
from Mrs. Tattle that she was charme
ing, that she could not help believing
it ; and from being a very pleasing, un-
affected little girl, she in a short time
grew so conceited, that she could nei~
ther speak, look, move, not be silent,
without imagining that every body was,
or ought to- be, looking at her; amd
when Mrs. Theresa saw that Mrs. Mon-
tague looked very grave upon these oc-
casions, she, to repair the ill she had



THE MIMIC. 5

dond, weukt say, after praising Ma.
rianne’s hair or her eyes, < O, but lits
the Iadies should never think about their
beswty, you know ; nabedy loves any
buly, you kmow, for being handsome,
bt for. being gvod.” People must
think children are very silly, or else they
can never have reflected upon the na.
tore of belief im their own miinds, if
they imaagine, that children will believe
the words that aze said to them by way
of moral, when the countenamce, mam.
ber, and every concomitant circumstance
teli-them a different tale. Children are
excellent physiognomists ; they quickly
learn the universal language of looks,
and what is said of them always makes a
greater impression than what is said to
them ; a truth of which those: prudemt
_people surely cannot be awawe, who
- comfort themselves, and apolegize @
F 2
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parents, by saying, * O but I would ne
say so and so to the child.”

Mrs. Theresa had seldom said to
Frederick Montague, “ that he had a
vast deal of drollery, and was a most
incomparable Mimic ;” but she had said
so of him in whispers, which maghi.

- fied the sound to his imagination, if
not to his ear. He was a boy of much
vivacity, and had considerable abilities;
but his appetite for vulgar praise had
not yet been surfeited ; even Mrs. The-
resa Tattle’s flattery pleased him, and
he exerted himself for her entertain-
ment so much, that he became quite
a buffoon. Instead of observing cha-
racters and manners, that he might
judge of them and form his own, he
now watched every person he saw, that
he might detect some foible, or catch

some singularity in their gesture or pro-
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wunclation, which he might successfully

Alarmed by the rapid progress of
these evils, Mr. aud Mrs. Montague
whe, from the first day that they hed
been honowred with Mrs. Tattle's vie
sit, had begun to look out for- new
lodgings, were now extzemely impatient
to decamp. They were not people
who, from the weak fear of effendiag
a silly acquaintance, would bhazard the
bappiness of their family. They had
heard of a house in the country which
was. likely to suit them, and they de-
termined to go directly to look at it.
As they were to be absent all day, they
fevesaw their efficiens neighbour would
probably interfere with ther childrem
They did not choose to exact any pige
aise from them, which they might he
tempted tabresk, and therefore they only

F 38
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said at parting, « If Mrs. Theresa Tattle
should ask you to come to her, do as
you think proper.”

Scarcely had Mrs. Montague’s car-
riage gone out of hearing, when a note
was brought, directed to *“ Frederick
Montague, junior, Esq.” which he im-
mediately opened, and read as follows:

“ Mrs. Theresa Tattle presents her
very best compliments to the entertain-
ing Mr. Frederick Montague ; she hopes
he will have the charity to drink tea with
her this evening, and bring his charming
_ sister Marianne with him, as Mrs. The-
resa will be quite alene, with a shocking
head-ache, and is sensible her nerves
are affected; and Dr. Cardamum says,
that (especially in Mrs. T. T.’s case) itis
downright death to nervous patients to
be alone an instant; she therefore trusts
Mr. Frederick will not refuse to come
and make her laugh.
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<Mrs. Theresa has taken care to
provide a few macaroons for her little
favourite, whe said she was particularly
fond of them the other day.
- “Mrs. Theresa hopes they will all
come at six, or before, not forgetting
Miss Sophy, if she will condescend to
be of the party.”
- At the first reading of this note,
- ¢ the entertaining ” Mr. Frederick, and
the “ charming” Miss Marianne, laugh-
ed heartily, and looked at Sophy, as if
they were afraid that she should think
it possible they could like such gross
flattery ; but upon a second perusal,
Marianne observed, that it certainly
was -natured of Mrs. Theresa, to
remember the macaroons; and Fre-
derick allowed, that it was wrong .to
laugh at the poor woman because she
had the head-ache. Then twisting the
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pote ia his fingers, he appealed to
Sophy ; « Well, Sophy, leave off deaw-
ing for an imstant, sad tell us, whet
answer can we send ? "—* Can ! we cap
send whas amswer we please.”—*“ Yes
I kmow that,” said Frederick ; « 1 would
refuse if I could, but we ought not e
do any thing rude, should we? So §
think we might as well go. Hey! be-
¢ause we could not refuse, if we would,
I S&y;”

“You have made such confusion,”
xeplied Sophy, “betveen ¢ could'w’t,
and ‘would’'n’t,’ and ‘sheuld’as’s,” that
I can’t understand you ; surely they are
alk different things.”

“ Different ; no,” cried Frederigk,
“could, would, should, might, aud
ought, are all the same thing in the
Latin grammar; all of ‘em sigus of the
petential mood, you know.” .
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Sophy, whose powers of reasoning
were not to be confounded even by
quotations from the Latin grammar,
looked up soberly from her drawing,
and answered, That very likely those
words might be signs of the same thing
in the Latin grammar, but that she be-
lieved they meant perfectly different
things in real life.

“ That’s just as people please,” sald
‘her sophistical brother ; ‘“you know
words mean nothing in themselves. If I
choose to call my hat my cadwallader,
you would understand me just as well,
after I had once explained it to you,
that by cadwallader I meant this black
thing that I put upon my head ; cadwal-
lader and hat would then be just the
sme thing to you.”

“Then why have two words for the
same thing ?” said Sophy; “and what
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has. this ta de with couldhand should?
You wanted ta prove—’ ‘

_ “I wanted to prove,’ in&etxuptﬁd
Frederick, “ thet it's not werth while
sa dispute: foxr two hours. about. twe
words,, Do leep to the pomt- S@lu.
and don't dispute with me.” A

“IWasnotdupuhng, I was reascmo
ing.”

“ Well, ressoming or dxsputmg; Wo-

men have no business to do either, for
how should they know how to c)mp lagic
Jike men?”
. At this oonmnptuows sarcasm upnn
her sex, Sephy’s colour.roge. “ There!”
eried Frederick, exulting, “now we
shalk see a philosepheress in a passion;
¥'d give sixpence, half price: for a hanle«
quin entertainment, to see Sephy in a
passion. Now, Mariaune, look at her
brush dabbling so fast in the water!”
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Sophy, who could mot easily bear $o
be laughed at, with some little indigna-
tion said, * Brother, I wish——v”
*There! there ! ” cried Frederiok, point-
ing to the colour which rose in her
cheek almost to her temples ; « Rising !
rising ! rising ! Look at the thermometer.
Blood heat! Blood ! Fever heat! Boil-
ing water heat | Mariaane.”

“ Then,” said Sephy, smiling, “ you
should stand a little farther off, both of
you; leave the thermometer to itself a
litle while; give it time to cool. It
will come down to temperate by the -
time you look again.”

«“ O, brother,” cried Marianne,
“ ghe’s so good-humour’d, don’t tease
her any more; and don’t draw heads
upon her paper; and don’t stretch her
rebber out; and don’t let us dirty any
more of her brushes. See! the sides
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of her tumbler are all manner of co+
lours.” "

“ O, I only mixed red, blue, green,
and yellow, to show you, Marianne, that
all colours mixed together make white.
But she is temperate now, and I won't
plague her; she shall chop logic if she
likes it, though she is a woman.”

¢ But that’s not fair, brother,” said
Marianne, “ to say woman in that way.
I'm sure Sophy found out how to tie
that difficult knot, which papa showed
to us yesterday, long before you did,
though you are a man.” “ Not long,”
~said Frederick ; “besides, that was only
a conjuring trick.”

“It was very ingenious, though,”
said Marianne, “and papa said so; and
besides, she understood the rule of three,
which was no conjuring trick, better
than you did, though she is a woman;
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and she may reason too, mamma
says.”

% Very well, let her reason away,”
said the provoking wit; « all I have to
say is, she’ll never be able to make a
pudding.” « Why not, pray, brother ? *
inquired Sophy, looking up again very
gravely. “ Why, you know papa him-
self, the other day at dinner, said, that
that woman, who talks Greek and Latin
as well as I do, is a fool after all; and
that she had better have learned some-
thing useful ; and Mrs. Tattle said she’d
answer for it she did not know how to
make a pudding.”

“ Well, but I am not talking Greek
and Latin, am 1?” '

“ No, but you are drawmg, and that’s
the same thing.”

“ The same thing! O Fredenck 1
said little Marianne, laughing.

VOL, 1v. G
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< You meey laugh, but I say it is the
same sort of thing. Women that am
always drewing smd reasoming, mever
know how to make puddings; Nm.
Theresa Tattle said so, when I showad
her Sophy’s beautiful drawing yester
dny.” :

“ Mrs. Theresa Tattle might say so,”
replied Sophy, calmly,  but I do net
perceive the reason, brother, why draw-
_ ing should prevent me from learning how
to make a pudding.

“.Well, I say you'll never learn to
make a good pudding.”

“T have learned,” continued Sephy,
who was mixing her colours, ¢ to mix
such and such colours together to malke
the colour that I want; and why should
I not be able to learn to mix flour and
butter, and sugar and egg together, to
make the taste that I wamt 2
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“ O, but mixing will never do, un-
less yom knew the guantities, lke 8
cook: and you would never learn the
Bght quamtities.”

. “ How did the ook learn them,?
cannotlleam them as she did ?”

. “ Yea, but you'd neves do it exactly,
and mind the spoonfuls right, by the res
eeipt, like a coek, exactly,”

“ Indeed! indeed! but she wmﬂd ”?
eried Marianne eagerly, ““ and a.great
deal more exactly, for mamma hes
taaght her to weigh and measure things
very eavefully ; and when I was ill, she
dways weighed may hazk so nicely,. and
dropped my drops. so carefully ; .net
Lke the cook. When mawmma teoks
me down to see her makeed cake onge,
L saw her spoonfuls, and her ouneces, -
sud ber handfuls; she dashed and splash-
ed without minding exactness, or the

G 2
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receipt, or any thing. I'm sure Sophy
would make a much better pudding, if
exactness only is wanting.”

“ Well, granting that she could
make the best pudding in the whole
world, what does that signify ? I say she
never would, so it comes to the same
thing.”

“ Never would! how can you tell
that, brother? ”

“ Why now look at her, with her
books, and her drawings, and all this
apparatus; do you think she would
ever jump up, with all her nicety too,
and put by all these things, to go down
into the greasy kitchen, and plump up
to the elbows in suet, like a cook, for a
plum-puddimy.™

“ I need not plump up to the elbows,
brother,” said Sophy, smiling; “ nor is
it necessary, that I should be a cook;
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but if it were necessary, I hope I should
be able to make a pudding.”

“ Yes, yes, yes,” cried Marianne.
warmly, ¢ that she would jump up and
put by all her things in a minute, if it
was necessary, and run down stairs and
up again like lightning, or do any thing
that was ever so disagreeable to her,
‘even about the suet, with all her nicety,
brother, I assure you, as she used to do
any thing, every thing for me, when I
was ill last winter. O, brother, she
can do any thing; and she could make
the best plum-pudding in the whole
world, I'm sure, in a minute, if it was
necessary."” '

G3
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———

CHAPTER 1.

A KNock at the door from Mrs. The-
resa Tattle’s servant recalled Marianne
to the business of the day.
~ “There,” said Frederick, ¢ we have
‘sent no answer all this time. It's neces-
sary to think of that in a minute.” .
The servant 'came with his mistress’s
compliments, to let the young ladies -
and Mr. Frederick know, that she was
waiting tea for them.
“ Waiting ! then we must go,” said
‘Frederick. ‘ ‘
The servant opened the door wider,
to let him pass, and Marianne thought
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she must follow her brother, so they
went down stairs together whilst So-
phy gave her own message to the. ser-
vant, and quietly staid at her usual oc-
cupations.

Mrs. Tattle was seated at her tea-
table, with a large plate of macareons
beside her, when Frederick and Mari-
anne entered. She was “ delighted”
they were come, and ¢ grieved” mot to
see Miss Sophy along with them. Ma
rianne coloured a little, for though she
had precipitately followed her hrother,
and though he had quieted her con-
science for a moment, by saying, « You
know papa and mamma told us to do
what we thought best,” yet she did  not
feel quite pleased with herself; and #
‘was not till after Mrs. Theresa had ex-
hausted all her compliments, and half
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her macaroons, that she could restore
her spirits to their usual height.

“ Come Mr. Frederick,” said she,
after tea, “ you promised to make me
laugh; and nobody can make me laugh
80 well as yourself.”

“ O, brother,” said Marianne,
« show Mrs. Theresa Dr. Carbuncle
eating his dinner, and Il be Mrs.
Carbuncle.”

Marianne. Now, my dear, what shall
I help you to?

Frederick. My dear! she never calls
him my dear, you know, but always
Doctor.

Mar. Well, then, Doctor, what will
you eat to-day ?

Fred. Eat, madam! Eat! Nothing}
Nothing! 1 don’t see any thing here
that I can eat, ma’am.

Mar. Here’s eels, sir; let me help
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Jou to some eel, stewed eel, sir, you
used to be fond of stewed eel. . -
Fred. Used, ma’am, uged! But I'm
sick . of stewed eels. You would. tiwe
oue of any thing. Am I to see nothing
but eels? And what’s this at the bot-

tom ?: .

Mar. Mutton, doctor, roast mutton,
1§ you'll be so gaod as to eut it.

Fred. Cut it, ma’am, I can’t cut. ity
¥ say. I¥’s as hard as a deal boaxd. You
might as well tell me to cut the table,
ma’am. Mutton, indeed! mot a bié of ‘
.fat. Roast mutton, indeed ! not a drog
of gravy. Mutton, truly! quite .a ciga
der. I'll. have nene of it—Here, take
it away ; take it down stairs to the cook.
It’s a very hard: case, Mrs. Carbuncle,
that I.can never have a bit of any thing
that I can eat at my own table, Mrs.
~arbuncle, since I was married, ma’am,
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I'that am. the easiest man in the whale
world to please sbout my dinmer. It’s
eally very extraordinary, M. Car-
buncle! What have you at thst corner
thicre; under the cover ? '
Mar. Patties, sir; oyster patties.
Fred. Patties, ma'am! kickshaws?
Fhate kickshaws. Not worth putting
mder a cover, ma'am. And why have
wot you glass covers, that one may see
one’s dinner before one; before it grows
cold with asking questions, Mrs. Car-
buncle, and lifting up covers? But no-
body has any sense, and I see no water-
plates any where lately. '
Mar. Do, pray, doctor, let me help
you to a hit of this chicken before it
gets cold, my dear.
Fred. (aside.) ¢ My dear” again,
Marianne !
~ Mar. Yes, brother, because she is
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frightened you know, and Mrs. Car-
buncle always says ¢ my dear >’ to him
when she’s frightened, and looks so pele
from side to side, and sometimes she
cries before dinner’s done, and then alt
the company are quite silent, and don’t
know what to do.

« O, such a little creature! to have
so much sense too!’’ exclaimed Mrs.
Theresa with rapture. “ Mr. Frederiek,
you’ll make me die with laughing '—
Pray go on, Dr. Carbuncle.”

Fred. Well, ma’am, then if I must
eat something, send me a bit of fowl;

a leg and wing, the liver-wing, and a
~ bit of the breast, oyster sauce, and a
slice of that ham, if you please, ma’am.

[Dr. Carbuncle eats voraciously, with his head
down to his plate, and dropping the sauce,
he buttons up his coat tight across the
Jreast.)
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" Frod. Here — A plate, Inife, amd
fork, bit o’ bread, a gisss of Dorchéster
el .
E'..“ O, admirable !” exclaimed Mrl.
Tattle, clapping her hands.
¢ Now, brother, suppose that it is
after dinner,” said Marianne, “and show
~us how the doctor goes to sleep.”
Frederick threw himself batk in an
-am-chair, leaning his head back, with
his mouth open, snoring; nodded from
time to time, crossed and uncrossed his
legs, tried to awaken himself by twitching
-his wig, settling his collar, blowing his
:nose, and rapping on the lid of his shuff-
box. '
All which infinitely diverted - Mrs.
.Tattle, who, when she could stop her-
self from laughing, declared “ it made
~her sigh too, to think of the life poor
Ii ‘Mrs. Carbuncle led with that man,
' VOL. IV. H
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sd il Sor nothing te0; fir her Jeint-
~;C WS M’ next fo ribtifeg,
though a great thing to be sure dher
drbends .thenght fur bier, witen dhe “was
only Sally -Ridgeway, biefore shi il
angrried,  Such a wifé-@s she :makes;”
weonatinued Mrs. ‘Theresa, lifting ‘up. deet
hands ‘and :eyes to hemven, '“ and -wé
-amuch dsshethas gone thiough, thedmrute
-ought te ' bie .ashamed of :himsel, -if she
-does netiHsave her something extmmordi-
. mary. in his will ; for«turm it-which sevisy
-she will, she can never.keep a carriage,
-or live like any .hody else, ‘on her:joiist.
‘ure, after all, she .tells sme, poor.soul!
A sad prospect after her husband's death
to look forward .to, instead of being
.comfortable, as her fiends -expected;
and she, poor young thing, knowing mo
better, :when they-married her! ‘People
should look tinto "these thimgs bhéfore-
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andy, op mevek marwy ag.all; Iishy, Nise
Masianpe. : ‘ :

Misg, Magianne; who -did not cleardy-
pomprehend this affair of the jointure,
om the. reasen why Mis. Qarbuncle
wowld; be. so unhappy afier Her Iuss.
band’s death, turned to Frederick, wie-.
mematthat instant studying Mrs: The-
ress a5 a feture cheraster to' mimie.
«Huather,” said Mariaune, *‘now sing
an: Italian: song for ug like Mins: Croker.,
Pray, Miss. Croker, favoar us-with a song-
‘Mua. Theresa. Tattle: has: never had the
‘Péssure: of hearing you sing; she's quite:
‘impatient: to hear you sing” .

“ Yes, indoed Il am,” said Mrs; The.
zesa.

Frederick. put his hands. before Him
affectedly ; « O, indeed, ma’am !. im-
deed, ladies! I really am so hoarse, it
distresses me so to be pressed to sing;

H 2 -



7% THR MIMIC,

besides, upon my word, I have qute
left off singing. I've never sung omce,
except for very.particular people, this
winter.”

- Mar. But Mrs. Theresa Tattle is 2
very particular person; I'm sure you'll
sing far her.

- Fred. Certainly, ma’'am, I allow you’
use a powerful argument; but I assure’
you now, I would do my best to oblige
you, but I ahsolutely have forgotten alk |
my English songs. Nobody hears qn)'
thing bat Italian now, and I have bees
so giddy as to leave my Italian music
behind me. Besides, I make it a rule
never to hazard myself without an ac-
companiment. :

. Mar. Qbh, try Miss Croker, . for
onge.:




{Fredexick sings, after much, preludingy]
V*mm,
Gnawing of a:mustom-bang”:
How she gnaw'd ity
How she claw'd it,,
_ Wlien she found herself alone I

- @ Charming ! * emolhimed Mas: Tas-
te; “ so like Miss Croker, ' sure: E
ialt think of you, Mr. Frederick, when
¥ hwar Rer asked to sing again. Her
wolee, however; introduces her to. very
pleasant parties; and she’s a girt that’s
wiry: much taken notice of, and 1 der't
dmbt will go off vastly welk. Shels:»
particudnr fawourite of nine, you wius€
lowow:; amd: I mean to do- her a piece of
servive: the: first opportunivy, by saying
smething or other, that shall go reund
te her relutioms in Northumberland
sud- myke: them. do- something for ers

H 3
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as well they may, for they are all rollilg
in gold, and won't give her a penny.”

Mar. Now, brother, read the - news-
paper like Counsellor Paff.

« O, pray do, Mr. Frederick, for l |
declare 1 admire you of all things! you
are. quite yourself to-night. Here’s a
newspaper, sir. Pray let us have Coun- |

sellor Puff. It's not late” e

[ Frederick reads-in a pompous voice.]

“ As a delicate white hand has ever

been deemed a distinguishing ornanient
in either sex, Messrs. Valiant and Wige
conceive it to be their duty, to take-the

earliest opportunity to advertise the no-
bility and geuntry of Great Britain in
general, and their friends in:particular,
that they bave now ready for sale, s
usual; at the Hippoerates’s - Head,: o
freshi ansortenent of new-imvented, wnch-
- _ aderieadl - prifniose-sodp. — To. prevent
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impositions and - counterfeits, ‘the pubs
lic - ave requested to take notice,. that:

the’ only * genuine .. primrose-soap is
stamiped on the outslde ¢ Valiant and
Wsse 9
+ % Q; you -most incomparable mi-:
mic ! ’tis absolutely the counsellor him-
self. ‘I absolutely must show you, some
day, to: my .friend Lady Battersby:
you'd absolutely make her die with.
laughing ; and. she’d quite adore you,”
-said Mrs. Theresa, who was well aware
"that every pause must be filled with flat-
tery. ¢ Pray go on, pray go on: [k
shall never be tired, if I were to sit look- -
img at you these hundred years.”
. Stimulated ‘by these plaudits, ¥Fre.
derick praceeded to show how :Colonel
Epaulette blew his nose, flourished. his
cumbric handkerchief, bowed to Lady
Di. Periwinkle, and admired her works
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swying; “ Bime By no bands, s yeu
muy goess,. but: those of Buirly: Faie: <«
Whilst: Ledy” Di:,, he'observed, stpernlt
seo prettily; and. toek: herself wo: quicklie
for Fairly Fair, not perceiving, that tid
oélonel! was admiring: his own nails all
the: while: ‘
Next to Colonel' Epsulette, Fredise
vivk, at. Martwone’s: partivular desirep |
aune iwto the roomr Hke Sir- Chader |
s.ng L
« Vewy well, brother;” cried she ‘
“your kand down. to the very bottomt *
of your pocket, and your other shouls
der up: to your ear; but you are wek
quite wooden enough, and you showld
walk as if your hip was owt of joint. |
~Phere now; Mre: Tattle, are neb
thosergood eyes? Fhey stare: so liee biig
without seeming'to see sy thing all tie
while. | , R
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"% Excellent! admirable! - Mr. Fre-
derick, I must say, you are the best
mimic of your age I ever saw, sod I'm
swe Lady Battersby will think so toe.-
That is Sir Charles to the very life..
But with all that, you must know, he’s
a mighty pleasant, fashionable young:
mm, when you cowe to know him,
and has a great deal of sense under all
that, and is' of a very good family, the
Slangs you know. Sir Charles will come
itto a fine fortune himself next year, if:
he can keep clear -of gambling, which
I hear is his foible, poor young man !
Pray go an, I interrupt you, :Mr. Fre-
derick.” .

“ Now, brother,” said Marianne.

“ No, Marianne, I can do no more;’
Im quite tired, and I will do no mere,”
said Frederick, stretching himself at. -
full length upon a sofa. - Co



sgs "THS NEMES.. ;

Eten in the rhidst of Isupltery and
vehilst-the vaice-of flattery: yet soundad:
in his ear, Frederiok felt.sad, displeasaty
wish himsdlf, and disgusted thh Mrw:.
Thexess..

" What: & deep isigh, was thcm!-”
spid' Mrs. Theresa; what can.. mke
you Bigh so bitterly ? You, who males
every bedy else laugh. O; such:ame
oflier sigh again!”’

¢ Murianne,” eried Frederick; “dir
you. remember the man in the mask ?**

¢ What man in the mask, bros.
ther?2” ) |

“ The: man-.——thef.actm--the buffagn,
that my father told us of, who used. ts.
cry behind: the mmak,. that made' every
hoddy else laugh.’

“'(kyﬂ Bless. me,™ said Mx& The-
resa,. « mighty odd! very extraondi-
nary! but one can’t be' mrprised: a8




‘sebetivg 'with extraordinary charaeters
 amongst that rawe of people, actots
Shy profession, ‘you krow:; who “are
Hwought up -from ‘the -egg to muke
their fortune, ‘or at'least their ibread,
ty rtheir odilittes. But, ‘my dear Mr.
#Frederitk, you are quite :pale, quite
-athausted—no ‘wonder—what will you
-have? a glass of cowslip-wine'?”

% .0, no, thank you, ma'am,” ‘said
Breberick.

%+, yes; ‘indeed you wmust ‘met
ieave me "without taking -something ;
and  Miss Marianne 'must ‘have am-
other macaroon : 'I:insist -upon it,” ‘said
‘Mrs. Theresa, ringing the bell. <« It
B not late, and 'my 'man Christopher
will ‘bring up the mwﬁhp-wme in =
~ ‘minute.”

“ But ‘Sophy! -and papa and mam-

STMEVMIMIC. P
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ma, you know, will come home just
now,” said Mariarme.. :

“ 0, Miss Sophy has her books ad
-drawings ; you know she’s never afraid
of being alone ; besides, to-night it wes
.her owh choice; and as to your pape
and mamma, they won't be home to-
.night, Pm pretty sure; for a gentle
man, who had it from their own av-
.thority, told me where they were going,
which is farther off than they think,
but they did not consult me; and I
_fancy theyll be obliged to sleep out,
so you need not be in a hurry about
them. We'll have candles.” |

The door opened just as Mrs. Tattle
- was going to ring the bell again. for!
candles, anM: the cowslip-wine. « Chris-
topher ! Christopher!” said Mrs. The-
.resa, who was standing at the fire, with
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.dosr back to the door when it: epened,
- % Christopber ! pray bring——Do you
hear?”’ but no Christopher answeréed ;
.and, upon, turning round, Mrs. Tat.
- the, instead of Christepher, bebeld two
ditfle black figures, which stood per-
fectly still and silent. It was so.daxk,
- that their forms could scarcely be dis-
cerned.
¢ In the name of Heaven, who and
~what may you be? Speak, I conjure
-you! What are ye?”
« The chimney-sweepers, ma’am, an
‘please your ladyship.”
~ « Chimney-sweepers ?” repeated Fre-
derick and Marianne, bursting out a
.« Chimney-sweepers.!”’ repeated Mrs.
Theresa, provoked at the recollection
.of her. Jate solemn address to them.—
¢ Chimney-sweepers !” and could not you
VOL. IV. I
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saysep o little sooner? And pray wimt
:’buings ‘you-here, gentiemen,. at this time

ofnight? * .

<« The bell reng, mu!m,” .»mmd
whe squeakiug voice. .

“ The. hill rang! yes, for Cht-to-
pher.. . The boy’s mad, or drunk.”

- Ma'am,” said the tallest .of :the
chimney-sweepers, who had not yet
spoken, and who now began in a -very
thlent. manner ; * Md'am, your brother
desired us to come up ‘when the 'bell
‘wang ; 60 wedid.”

«“ My brother ? .I lave ‘mo brother,
dunce,” .said Mrs. Theresa.

“ Mr. Eden, madam.”

“ O, ho!” said Mrs. Tattle, in a
‘more -complacent :tane, “the :hoy takes
ame for Miss Birtha Eden, I peresive:”
-and, flattered to be taken in the ‘daxk
by a-chimney-sweeper, for a youmg and
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bandsome: lady, Mrs: ‘Fheresk.Janghed:
amd.informed him, * that they had mis.
takien the room; that. they must go. up
apafther pair of stairs, and ‘turn’ ta the
left”

Thechimney-sweeper with the squeaks.
ing.voice bowed, thanked: Her ladyship-
far this information, said; “ Geed night:
to ye, quality;” and they both- moved:
tewands the doer. '

“ Stay;” said Mrs. Tattle, whese.cus
riodify was excited; « what. can the.
Edens want with chimney-sweepers: at
this ‘time o’'might, I wonder? Cliris-
plter, did you hear any-thiing' sbout. it:2”
“said the. lady to her foosman, wha wes:
now: lighting: tive -candies. :

« Upon:my wortly, ma'am,” said the:
srvant, “ I can't: say; bus: I'lb step: down:
below: and inxpeire: I héand .them. talls
ing abeut. it iitythe kitchen;. But. ¥. only

12
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gbt & word here and there, for 1 was
hunting for the snuff-dish; as Tknew i
must. be for candles, when I heard the
bell ring, ma’am ; so 1 thought to find-
the snuff-dish before I answered ‘thé
bell, for I knew it must be for candles
you rang. But, if you please, I1l step-
down now, maam, and - see -about the
chimney-sweeps.” S

“ Yes, step down, do; and Christo-:
pher, bring up the cowslip-wine, . and
some more macaroons for my Tttle Ma--
rianne.”

Marianne withdrew rather ooldly from:
a kiss, which Mrs. Tattle was going to
give her; for she was somewhat sur-
prised at the familiarity with which this.
lady talked to her footman. She had not
been used to these manners in her father
and mother, and she did not like them. .

% Well,” said Mrs. Tattle to Christo-



pher, wtowunmr&wmda, «. wldi-
the: mewms 7"

“ Ma’am, the little fellow mth the
wueskiag voire has: been telling me the
whale story.. Thecother monming, malam;
early, he and the other were dowa the
hill, sweeping in Paradise-rowr; those
diimueys; they say, arve difficult.; and
thersquare: fellow, ma'am, the: Higgest. of
the two. boym, get wedged: in the chim-
ney 3 the othen little fellow was wp at
thertoprat the time, and he heard the
eny,. bat. in: his. fright, and all, he did' not
knaw: what to do, malam, for he loeked
aliout from tlie top of the: cliimney, and
not a soul could he see stirring; but a
foss that he could net meake mind his
scwdech; the: boy within. almost. stiling
tea. So he screeched, and ‘screeched,
all he could ; and by the greatest chance

) 13
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in hife, ma’dm, .old - Mr. Eden .was -just
going down the hill to fetch his mommg
walk.”

«“ Aye,” mterrupbed Mrs Theresa,
« friend - Ephraim is one of your early
risers.” -

¢ Well,” said Marianne, unpatlmdy.-.

“ So, ma’am, hearing the screech; :he
turns and sees the sweep, ‘and the.mo-
ment-he understands the matter——"""-"

“ I’m-sure he must have taken some
time to understand it,” interposed Mrs.
Tattle, « for he’s the slowest credture
breathing, ‘and the deafest in company.
'Go un, Christopher. So the sweep did.
make him hear ? »*

“ 86 he says, ma’am : ‘and so.the old
gentleman went.in, and pulled the buy.
out bf the .chimney, - with much ade,
ma'am.”
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“ Bless"me!”’- exclaimed Mars. The-:
résa s ¢ but did-old Eden go wup the
i chimney hunself a&er the bay,: wng and.
all?? ’
| %- Why, ‘ma’am,” said . Christopher,
- with a look of great delight, “ that:

was "all -as one, as the very ’dentical-
words I put to the boy myself, when:
i he telled me -his story. But, ma’am,:
. that was what I could’nt get out of.
| him - meither, rightly, for ‘he .is a-
' churl; the big boy that was stuck in
} the chimney, I mean; for when I put:
. the question to him about - the - wig,:
- laughing-like, he wouldn’t take -it
- laughing-like at all, but would only:
make: answer to us like a- bear, ¢ He
saved my life, that’s all I know;’~—
and :this over again, ma’am, .to all
the - kitchen round, that cross-ques-’
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tiomed himy. ;. when I finds: Himn so
stupid ard Hl.mennered.like: (for' I of-
féred him. . shilling;. ma'em;. royeulf)
to tell about the wig) but he put i
back. in a; ways that did not Become
sach:as'he, ta no lady’s butler, ma’ate;
whebeupon' § turns to: the: slim fellow;
and he’s. swarterer, and’ mote: mans-
nerly, ma'am, with a tongue im hiw |
lead for bis betters, but he: could wes
resolve me my question. neithery, for he
was up -at. the top of the chimmey the
best part o' the time; and when he:
came down,, Mr: Eden had his wig om;.
but had: his arm allburemdhlbodyi,
malam,”

“ Poor Mr: Eden!” exclaimed: Miseis .
anne: .

“ Q,. miss;”’ continued tihe sorvant,
“ and. the chioneysweep himwif
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w8 30 breised, and must have been -
- killed.” 4 :

«Well, well! but he’s alive now;
ge ‘on with your story,  Christopher,”
said Mrs. T. < Chimney-sweepers get
wedged in chimneys every day, it’s
peat of their trade, and it’s 'a happy
thing when they come off with a
few: bruises. To be sure,” added she,
observing that both Frederick and.
Marianne looked displeased at this:
speech, “.to be sure, if one may be-
lieve this story, there was some real
danger.”

“ Real danger! yes, indeed,” said’
Marianne ; “ and I'm sure I think Mr.’
Eden was very good.”

* Certainly, it was a most com-' -
mexdable action, and ‘quite providen--
tial; .so 1 shall take.an opportunity
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of saying,.when I tell tlie: story in alk
companies; and the boy may tiask:
his kind stars, I'm sure, te the: end
of his days, for such an: escape——e
But, pray,. €hristopher,” said she;. Inh |
sisting in her conversation with Chrw-
‘topher, who. was now laying:
“cloth for supper;—< Pray whi¢h hauw
wad. it in Paradise-row:? where the
Bagles ot the. Miss Ropors lodge:? e ‘
whieh 2”

¢ . was. at my Lady Battersby's
masm.”

“ Ha! ha!” cried Mrs. Pheress,
~ “ T thought we should get' to: the
bottom of the affair' at last. This in
excellent! This will make an admi»
rable. story: for my Lady Battemsby the
next. time I see her. These quakers:
are: so sly!—Old Eden, I know, hasi
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long wanted to get himself introduced
in that house, and a charming cha-
ritable expedient he hit upon! My
Lady Battersby will enjoy this of all
things.”
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CHAPTER III

“ Now,” continued Mrs. Theresa, turn-
.ing to Frederick, as soon as the servant
_had left the room, “ now, Mr. Frede-
-rick Montague, I have a favour—
such a favour, to ask of you—it’s a fa-
.vour which only you can grant; you
have such talents, and would do the
thing so admirably! and my Lady Bat-
-tersby would quite adore you forit. She
will do me the honour to be here to
- spend an evening to-morrow. I'm con-
vinced Mr. and Mrs. Montague will
find themselves obliged to stay out.an-

VOL. IV. K : —
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‘not promise you any such thing, indeed.
'I:am much obliged to you; but I eannot
-come, indeed.”

98 THE MIMIC.

other day; and I so long to show you
off to her ladyship; and your Doctor
Carbuncle, and your Counsellor Puff,
and your Miss Croker, and all your
charming characters. You must let me
introduce you to her ladyship to-morrow
evening. Promise me.” '

% O, ma’am,” said Frederick, « I

¢ Why not, my dear sir? Why not?
You don’t think I mean you showid.

‘promise, if you are certain your paps

and mamma will be home.”
“ If they do come home, I will ask:
them about it,” said Frederick, hesitat-

‘ing; for though he by no means wished
‘to accept of the invitation, he had not

yet acquired the necessary power .of
saying NO, decidedly.
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"% Aslb theny!” repeated Mrs. Theresa,
“ my dear sir, at your age, must you ask
your papa and mamma about such
things? ”

“ Must ! no, ma'am,” said Frederick,
“but I said I would ; I know I need not,.
because my. father and mother always
et me judge for myself about every
thing almost.”

¢ And about this I am m” cried
Mariartne ; ¢ papa. and mamma, you
know, just as they were going away,
i, © If Mrs. Theresa asks you to come,
doias you think best.’”

« Well then,” said Mrs. Theresa, “ you
know it rests with yourselves, if you may
do as. you please.”

« To be sure I may, Madam,” said
Prederick, colouring from that species. of.
emotion which is justly called false:shame,
sud which: often conquers real shames;.

K 2
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“ to be sure, ma'am, I may do as']
please.”

“ Then I may make sure of yow,
said Mrs. Theresa,  for now it would.
be downright rudeness, to tell a lady
you won’t do as she pleases. Mr. Fre-:
derick Montague, I’'m sure, is too well:
bred. a young gentleman, to do so im-.
polite, so ungallant a thing!”

-The jargon of politéness and gallantry
is frequently brought by the silly ac-
quaintance, of young people to confuse
their simple morality and. clear good:
sense. A new and unintelligible system
is presented to them, in a language fo-
reign to their understanding, and can-’
tradictory to their feelings. They hesi-
tate.between new motives and old prin-
ciples; from the fear of being thought
ignorant, they .become affected; and.
from- the dread of being thought o be-
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chiildrew; sot'like fools. But uil:this they -
fwsl: enly when they are in the coms
pwwy ‘of such pesople: as Mrs, Theresa
Baeale. '

« Mslomn,” Fredoviek: began, « I dow't
mean to be-rude; but I hope you’ll ex~
cuse me fiom: coming to drink tew with.
you to-morrow, because: oy father and.
mether are not acquainted: with Lady
Bimtersby, and: may bethey might. not
likosasns?

“Pake ceve, take carve,”” said Mhrs.
Pherosa, laughing at his perplexity:
“you want-to get -off from obliging me,
aud you don’t kuow how. You had.
vy ivarly made: a nvost shockingBlun-
der, in putting’ it all wpon' poor' Lady
Battersby. Now you. kwow it's: im-
pemible M and: Mis. Montague could:
Inete v nature the slightest objection.
to my introducing you to my Ewdy Bat..
) K3
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tersby at'my own house; for -don’t you:
know, that, besides her ladyship’s many: 4
unexceptionable - qualities, which one« !
need not talk of, she is cousin, but once* 1
removed, to the Trotters of Lancashire,
your :mother’s great favourites? Ands
there is not a person at the Wells, I'l}.
venture to say, could be of more advan-
. tage to your sister Sophy, in the way of
partners, when she comes to go to the
balls, which it’s to be supposed she -will |
some. time or other; and as you are-so
good a brother, that’s a thing to be
looked to, you know. Besides, as to
yourself, there’s. nothing ‘her ladyship:
delights in so much as in a good mimic;-
and she’ll quite adore you!™

“ But I don’t want her:to adore me,.‘ ‘
ma’'am,” said Frederick, bluntly ; theay:
correcting himself, addrd “ I mean - for
__belug a mimies’. et ey
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“ Why net, thy love ? Between friends-
can: there: be: any harm in showing one's
talents, you that have such tilents to.
show ? She’ll keep your secret, I'll an-, -
swer for her; and,” added she, * youw: -
needn’t be afraid of her criticism ; for,
between you -and I, she’s no - great-
critic; so yowll come. Well,: thank:
you,; that’s settled. . How you have-
made me beg and pray ! but you know-
your-own value, I'see, as.you entertain—
ing-people always do. One must:ask a-
wit, like a fine singer,- so often! Well,.
but:now for the favour I-was gomg tor
ask,you.”

Frederick looked surprised ;. for - he!
thought, .that the -favour of his com-
pany was what she meant; hut she ex-
plained herself farther. . -

“The.old . quaker wholodges above,.

old Epbraim Eden, my Lady Battersby.
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sad I huew se much divesiton. dbeat
Ity he i the best ehdrseter;. the odidest
creature! If you' were but to sos. i
come into the' reems witls thwse etiff
“shints, or walkiby with. kis: eternal sisten
Birtha, and his evetlasting’ broad-beiws
s hat, ene kmows him a mile off! But
tlen:his veies, and way, and-all togetties;
if one could gett them to: the life, they% |
be' better than any thing ow the stages;
Bestar oven than any thing I've: seow: to:
sight; and L think you'd mako:wanph
tak.quaker for my Lady Battersby; bat
then' the thing is, ove can never get &
hear the old quiz talk. Now yow wh
have so much. invention and. cliverness;
T have: wo invention myself, but could
not. you hit. upon: same-way of gettiny 1
to see him, so that you might govlits
by heart:? Dint swre you;. who' see-'so
—augick, would.only want to see hitny.and
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hear him for half a minute, to be able to
take him off, so as to kill one with.
laughing. But I have no invention.”

“0, as to the invention,” said Fre-
derick, “ I know an admirable way of
dving the thing, if that was all. But-
then remember, I don’t say I will do the
thing, for I will not. But I know a way
of getting up into his room, and seeing
hiro, without his knowing I was there.”.

“ O tell it me, you charmmg, cleyer
creature !”

% But remember, I do not say I wild.
do it.”

. “ Well, well, let us hear it, and you.
shall do as you please afterwards.”

« Merciful goodness!” exclaimed Mrs..
Tattle, «“ do my ears deceive me? I de-
clare I.looked round, and thonght the
squeaking chimmey-sweeper was in the
room.” - .
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- % So did'1, Frederick, I dedlare;”
crisd: Marianoe, lasghing: “ I tevis:
heatd any thing. se:like: hisivoice in: my:
ie” .

" Prederick imitated the squealdng
voice of. this- chimney-sweeper to great!.
% Now,” cantinued he,. ¢ this fellow
i just my height; the old quaker, if
my face were blackened, and if I were
to:change clothes: with the chimney
sweeper, I'll answer for it, would> never
Keiow me.” ; |

« O, it’s an admirable invention! K
give you infmite eredit for #!™ ex-
claimed. Mrs: Theresa. It shall; it
must be done: I'H-ring, and hewe the
felfow up thisvminute.” |

“0, no; do not mimg,” said Fre
derick, stopping her hand, “I donlt
mean to do it. You know you e
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mised ithat I should do as I pleased; I
«ply told 'you my invemtion.*

“ Well, well, but only det me ring, ‘
and ask whether the chimney-sweopeis
are below ; you shall do.as you. pleaie
afterwards.” '

« Christopher, shut the.-door; «Chris:
topher,” said she to the servant, wiio
Lame wp when she rang, “pray are -the
sweeps-gone yet? ”

«“ No, ma’am.”

« But have they been-up to old Eden
yet?”

“0, no, ma’am; nor be mot to
go till the bell rings; for Miss Birtha,
ma’am, was asleep, laying down, and her
‘brother would'nt have her wakened on
mo .account whatsomever; he came
down his self to the kitchen to the
-sweeps though; but wouldn’t have, as
I heard .him say, his sister waked for
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no account. But Miss Birtha’s bell will
-ring, when she awakens, for the sweeps,
ma’am: ‘twas she wanted to see the
.oy as her brother saved, and I suppose
seut for ’em to give ’em something che-
ritable, ma’am.” . 1
‘. “ Well, never mind your supposi-
&ions,” said Mrs. Theresa, “run down}
this very minute to the little squeakq{
chimney-sweep, and” send him up to
me. Quick, but don’t let the other!
:bear come up with him.” |

Christopher, who had curiosity as
well as his mistress, when he returned
.with the chimney-sweeper, prolonged
~his own stay in the room, by sweeping‘
the hearth, throwing down the tongs
and shovel, and picking them up aga.m

« That will do, Christopher; Chris-
topher, that will do, I say,” Mrs. The-
resa repeated in vain. She was obliged
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to-say,  Christopher, you .may go,~
before he ‘would depart.

“ Now,” said she to Frederick, “ step:
in here to the next room with this can-.
dle, and you’ll be equipped in an im-
stant. Only just change clothes withs
the boy; ounly just let me see what:
8. charming chimney-sweeper you'd
wake ; you shall do as you please af~
terwards.” ' .

. Well, T'll only change clothes witli-
him, just to show you for ane minute.” :

“ But,” said Mariaone to Mrs. The~
yesa, whilst Frederick was changing hisc
clothes, « I think Frederick is right
about-~—" :

“: About what—love ?”

-« I think he is in the right not togo
up, though he can do it so easily, to.
see that gentleman, I mean on purpese:

VOL. 1IV. L
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to. mimic'.and laugh at, b afterwends;
I don’t think thes wauld e quit&
rNght.” -

« Why, pray, Miss .Mauanne?”

¢ Why, because be is so gmd
tured to his sister. He would not:let
her be wakened.” .

“ Dear, it's easy to-be' good im such
lidtle things ; and he wem’t have long to
be good to her neither: for I don’t think
she'll trouble him long uttliis- world any
how.” / SR
- % What do ym::mean'? said. Man-

& That she’ll die, child.”

« Die! die with that beautiful co-
lour in her cheeks! Maw sorry her
~ poor, poor brother will be:! But she
will not die, I'm sure, for she. walks
about, and runs up. staixs so lightly!
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© you must be quite entirely: rhistaken,
‘I hope.” !

“ If Pm mistaken, Dr. Panado Ctr-
damum’s mistaken too them, that's my
comfbrt. He says, unless the wateB
work amiracle, she stands a bad chance;
and she won’t follow my advice, and
consult the doctor for her health.””

“ He would frighten her to death, per-
haps,” said Marianne. « I hope Fre-
derick won’t go up todisturb her.” ’

= Laud, - child, you ave turned simple-
‘ton all of a ‘sudden, how can ysur bre-
ther disturb her more than tke mal
<chimney-sweeper ? ¥

“ But I don’t think it's right,” per-
sisted Marianne, ¢ and I shall ¢ell him
”.u ’ . s
« Nay, Miss Marianve, I dod’t com-
wend you now; yeung dadies should
oot be s¢ forward to giwe .opimicgs

" L2
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«wnd advice to their elder brothes
unasked ; and Mr. Frederick and I, |
<presume, must know what's right, as
‘well as Miss Marianne. Hush! here;he
ds—O the capital figare!” cried Mos.
‘Theresa.—* Bravo! Bravo!” cried she,
ims Frederick entered in the chimney-
sweeper’s dress ; and as he spoke, say-
-ing, . -

- “D'm afrqid, please your ladyship,. to
dirty your ladyship’s carpet.” . = .
-. She broke out into jmmedémte ’l'ap-
-tures; calling him “ lier charting chim-
-mey-sweeper! and. repeating, that: ghe
knew before-hand t.be character - would
-do for:Hfjm. S

1.1 She instantly rang the bell.in spite of
all expostulation—ordered Christopher
-to send: up the other.chimney-sweeper—
!tziuinphed .in observing, - that -Chaisto-
zpies did not in. theileast kpow Xre-

-
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Adrick, -when he exme 'fato the -room ;
el dffered to lay any wager that-fhe
dther chimney-sweeper would mistulke
him for his companion.—And'so he did ;

-amd when Fredervick spoke, the woice
was 30 wvery like, that #t way scaveely
poseible that he should have perceived
the difference.

"Marianne was diverted by this soene ;
but she started, when in the midst.of it
they heard a béll ring. .

% That’s the lady’s bell, and we must
g0,” said the blunt chimney-sweeper.

# Go, then, -dbout your busihess, and
here’s a shilling for you to drink, say
honest fellow. I did not know you were
80 much bruised when 1 first saw you—
¥ worf't detdin -you. Go,” waid she,
pushing Frederick towards the door.

Marianne sprang forwerd o speak to
‘Hime; but Mhs. Theresa kept her off

L3
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; and thengh: Froderick resisted, theilady
“..dlut the deor upen. him |by. -supexier
~Hemee 5 and htvmg locked: 1t, there wes
; no-retreat. o
" Mrs. Tattle and Ma!‘lanne waited)jn-
- patiently for Frederick’s retwrn. ..
..% I hear theni,”’ cried Mariatuune, I
hear them coming down stairs,”
: +They listtned agmin, .apd- all' was
At length they heard suddenly a-gneat
;moige of many steps, and many vyices in
- confusion in the'hall -~ - ;- .«
I« Merciful!” exclaimed Mrs.: There-
--sa, ¢ it:must be your i&ther and mother
~come-back.” . Sorg
- Marianne "ran to un!ock the room
door, and” Mrs.. Thereﬂa followed her
into. thie nail.
-‘The hall was, rather dnrk,nbut ~under
Mhmp & growd of -people.. ! Allthe

[ |
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hpervants'.ip. the hmm’wele gathered to-
‘(pthgr, B P

—-' As. Mrs, Tlm'aa apprpaphed the

crowd ‘opened. in.silence, -and. she beheld
.in the midst Frederick, blood streamipg
~from ‘his face;, his bend ' was ‘held. by

Christopher, snd the chilf:neysswgeper
-wgs helding a basin for him.

"+ « Merciful! what will become of me?”
“exclaimed Mrs, Theresa. “ Bleeding!
+ he’ll. bleed ta.death!: Can -nobody think
. of any thing that will stop blaod in a mi-

nute? A key, a large key down his back ;
" . 8 key—has. nobody a key? - Mr..and
Mrs. Montague will -be here- before he
has dope bleeding.:- A key!- cobwebs !
I'a.puffrball ? for mercy’s sake !  Can-no-
' « body .think of any.thing -that will..stop
+ blood:in a. minute ? - Graciows me . he’ll
. bleed to desth, I believe” . . .-,

“ Helll bleedtodeath!Omybro—



116 - 'PHE - MIMIC.

ther1” cvied Marianne, catcling "héld
of the words; and terrified, she ren’gp
stairs, crying, “ Bophy, @ Sophy !—
come down ‘this minute, or 'h¢'R e
dead! my ‘brother’s ‘bleeding to desth,
‘Sophy'! ‘Bophy! eome down, orhell lbe
dead 1”

“ Let go the basin, you” safd iChis-
topher, -pulling the basin out of ' the
dliimney-sweepet’s ‘hand, who "had -all
this time 'stood in silence, * you -aré
‘not fit -to ‘hold ‘the basin for a gentle-
men.” )

% Let him hold #;” said Frederick,
‘® ke did not mean to hurt me™

% “That’s more than he deserves. Tm
certain sure he might have known well
.enough it was Mhr. Frederick all -the
time, -and he’d ne business'to. 8o to fight
—such a one 88 he—with a genife-
“man.” - '



THB: MEMIC, 117

5.5 1 did not:know he was a gentle-
man,” said the ehimuey-sweeper ;  how
could I?”

- “ How could he, mdeed?” said Fre-
.denck. be shall hold the basin.”

¢« Gratiousme! I'm glad 4o hear him
‘speak like himself again, at any rate,”
- cried:Mrs. Therﬁsh “ And here comes
~Miss Sophy tao.”

“ Sophy!” crled Fredemck “ 0,
“Sophry ! don’t you come—-fdont look at
.me, youwll despise me.” .

“ My brother \—where ? where?”
~said Sophy, leoking, as she thought, at
the two chimney-sweepers. '

C % Ty, Fredesick " said Ma.rianne,
“ thatly. my, brother,” . - .- -

... % Misg. Sophgi. dan’t be alﬂrmd >
Mrs. Theresa began, *“ but gracious
.zvgv.odﬂCSSif:I.,Wjﬁk Miss Bistha—" >

L.: . At thisinstant,p female figare in . white
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appeared upen the stairs! she pdised
swiftly on, whilst every one gave ‘my
before her.

« O, Miss Bietha !* cried Mrs. The-
resa, catching hdld of her gown to stop
her, as she came near Frederick. “ O,
Miss Eden, your beautiful India musdin !
take care of the cliimney.sweeper, for
heaven’s sake.”—But ‘she pressed for-
wards, ST

“ It's my brother; will he die?? ™igried
Marianne, throwing her arms rourd
her, and looking up as if to a beiiig of
a superior order; * Will he bleed to
death?”

“'No, my love!” ‘answered & sweet
voice; “ do not frighten thysélf.”

“ I've aone bleedhg', - said Frede-
rick.’

“ Dear me, Miss' Marianne, tf‘ ‘you
‘would. net ‘muke ‘such &' rout;” eried
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M5 Taftle. « Misa Birtha, its no-
thing but a frolic. Yau see Mr; Fre-
derick Montague only in- 2 masqgue-
rade dress. Nothing in the werld bug
a frolic, ma’am. .You see’ he stops
bleading,. I-was frightened out of my
wits at first; I thought it was his eye,
but I see it is only his nose; -all’s
well that ends well. Mr. Frederick,
we’ll keep your counsel. Pray, ma’am,.
let us ask no questions, it’s only a.
boyish fralic. Come, Mr. Frederick,
this: way, into my room, and I'll give
you a towel, and some clean water,
and you can get rid of this masque-
rade dress. Make haste, for fear your
fatber and mother should pop in upon
us.” . .

“ Do not be afraid of thy father and.
motbher, they are surely thy best friends,”
said a mild voice. It was the voice of
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an elderly gentleman, who now steod
behind Frederick.
“O0, sir! O, Mr. Eden” said. Fm
derick, turning to him. . i
“ Don’t betray me! for goodness sake,
say nothing about me,” whisperod Mrs.-
Tattle. X
“ I'm not thinking about you—Let
me speak,” cried he, pushing away her
hand which stopped his mouth, “I shall
say nothing about you, 1 promise you,”
said Frederick, with a look of contempt.
“ No, but for your own sake, my-
dear sir, your papa and mamma! Bless.
me ! is not that Mrs. Montague’s car-
riage ? ” . - .
.%_My brother, ma’am,” said Sophy,
“ is not afraid of my father and mother’s
coming back.'- Let him Speak—he was
going to speak the truth.™: :
“ To be sure, Miss Sophy, I vmuldn’ﬂ
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hinder Kim from speaking the truth;
but it’s not proper, I presume, ma’am,:
to speak truth at a times, and in all
places, and before every body, servants
and al. I only wanted, ma'am, to hin
der your brother from exposing himself."
A hall, I apprehend, is not a proper
place for explanations.”

« Here,” said Mr. Eden, opening’
the door of his room, which was on the
opposite side of the hall to Mrs. Tat-
tle’s, “ Here- is a place,” said he to
Frederick, “ where thou mayst speak
the truth at all times, and before every
body.” ‘

“ Nay, my room’s at Mr. Frederick
Montague’s service, and my door’s open .
too. This way, pray,” saxd she, pulling
his arm. : .

But Frederick breke from her, and-
followed: Mr. Eden. o e
VOL. IV. M
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« O, sir, will you.forgive moR*’ cried
he. .

« Rorgive thee 'and what have I to
forgive ?” '

. « Hergive, brother, without akmg
what,” said Birtha, similing.

« He shall know all!” cried Frede-
rick ; ¢ all that concerns myself, I meaa.
Sir, I disguised myself in this dress; I
came up to your room to-night on pur-
pase'to see’ you, without your knowing
it, that I might mimic you. The chim-

ney-sweeper, where is he?” said Frede-
rick, looking round, and he ran into
the hall to see for him—* May he come
in? he may—he is u brave, an honest,
good, grateful boy. He never guessed
who I was ; after we left you, we went
down to the kitchen together, and there
I, fool that I, was,.for the pleasurs of
making Mr. Christopher and the ser-
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wents faugh, began to mimiic you. ~Thhis
boy said, he would not stand by and
bear you laughed ati—that you ‘had
saved his life ; that I ought te be
ashaoned of: myself ;—that you had just
given. me halfa-crown ;—and o you
bad :—hut I went on, and told kim,
Pd knock him down, if he said another
- word.—He did ; I gave the first blow-—
we fought—I came 40 the ground—the
sexvants pulled me up again. — They
found out, 1 don't know how, that 1 was
not a chimney-sweeper — the rest you
saw. And now can you fergive me,
sir ? ” said Frederick to Mr. Eden, seiz-
fng hold of his hand. |

" % The other hand, friend,” said the
quaker, gently withdrawing his right
. #and, which every body now cbserved
was much swelled, and putting it ‘into
his'besom ;again—* This and wéleome,”

M 2
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: offering bis-other hand to. Faedenicl, and
‘shaking his with a smile.
. “-O that other hand !” said Frede-
~pick, “ that was. hurt, I remémber,—
. How ill I have behaved——extremely: il
-But this is. a Jesson that I shall never
.&arget as long as I live. I hope for the
-,£uture T shall behave like a- gentle-
—man,”

“ And like a man—-—and hhe a:good
~-an, L gm sure thou wilt,” said.the, good
- quaker, shaking Frederick’s heand affge-
+tienately, “ or I am much: mistaken,
-friend, in that black countepance.” -

“ You are net mistaken,”’ cried Ma-

rianne : ¢ Frederick will never be-per-
..swatlgd again by any.body, to do what
M does not think right ; and, now,. hyo-
; Aher, you may wash yeur biack couwmte-
« pAnee.” R
" . Just when Frederick had getten rigd of
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P Yis Black countenunce, = dodlle
‘%nock ‘was heard at the door. M was
Mr. and Mrs. Montague. -

* What will you do now ?"vliapned

*'Mirs. Theresa to Prederick, as his father

“gnd mother came into the reom. )

" % A climney-sweeper ! covered -with
“Hlood”? ¥ exclaimed Mr. and Mrs. Mon-
tague.

1.« Puther, T am Frederick,” said ‘he,

“-dtepping forward towards them, as they
‘stood in astonishment.

. % Prederick ! my son!*
¢ Yes, mother, I'm not hurt belf so
‘much as 1 deserve ; 111 tell you——-"
<¢ Nay,” interrupted Birtha, *“4et my

- “brother -tell the story 'this thme,~shou
Fhast told it once, and told it well—no
‘one hut my brother could telt it Detter.”

w A sgtory never tells so-well the second .
M3
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time, to be .syre,”. said My . Theypse,
.- but Mr. Eden will gqrtaml‘y,m;ke,‘the
best of it.”
i - Without taking. any: notlce pf Mrs
-~ Tatgle, : or; her apprebensive. looks, .Mr
Eden explained all, that he knew of the
. affair in a few words. “ Your son,”’con-
-.cluded. he; « will quickly put- off..this
dirty dress—the dress hath not stained
the;mind—that is fair and.honourable.
+ When he-felt himself in.the wrong, he
said so; nor was_he in haste.to;conceal
his adventure from his father ; this made
« me-think well of both father and son.—
I speak plainly, friend, for that,is.hest.
v But 'what is become of the other chim-
ys ney-sweeper ? he will want to go hame,”
« said-Mr. Eden, tarning.to Mrs; Theresa. |
*, - Withput making any. reply, she hur
i ried aug of .the room as fast- as pessible,
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: and returned in a few. moments, with a
- Jook ‘of: extreme consteration.
.-t “-Here.iis a' catastrophe, ‘indeed !—
- now. indeed, Mr: Frederick, your. papa
<and mamma. have reason to-be angry.
~A:new suit.of clothes!--the:bare-faced
¢ villaih !'—gone—no sign. of them in my
closet, or any where—the door. was
locked — he must have gone up the
chimney, out ‘upon the leads, and so
escaped; but Christopher is after him.
I protest, Mrs. Montague, you take it
toa quietly.—The wretch'—a new suit
of clothes, blue coat and buff waistcoat.
—I never heard of such a thing'—1I de-
clare, Mr. Montague, you are vastly
good now, not to be in a passion,”
added Mrs. Theresa.
¢ Madam,” replied Mr. Montague,
with a look of much civil contempt, « I
think the loss of a suit of clothes, and

-



:bwen the disgrace that nymhshn
brought to this evening, fortunate cir-
cunetamces in his education. Bk’ will,
d'am persuaded, judge and et for him-
seif move ‘wisely in fature; mor witl ke
e tempted to offentl agwinst humenity,
for the 3uke of being ealled, * The et
 amimiein the world.”
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. PART L

-Mrs. TEMPLE had two daughters; Em-
-ma and Helen; she had taken a great
-deal- of care of their education, and
“they were very fond of their mother,
- and particularly happy whenever she had
‘Jeisure to converse with them : they used
“to tell her every thing that they thought
“and felt; so that she had it in her power
- early to correct, or rather to teach them
-to correct,’ any little faults in their dis-
: posmon, and to rectify those errors of
- judgment, to whieh young people, from
- want of experience, are so liable.
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Mrs. Temple lived in the country,
and her society was composed of a few
intigmte friends; she ‘wished, espaially
during the education of her children, to
avoid the numerews inconveniences of
what is called an extensive acquaint-
ance. However, as her children g'rew
older it was necessaxy, that they showd
be accustomed to see a vanety of che-
‘racters, gnd still more negessaxy, thet
they should learn %o judge of them.
There was little danger of Emma’s he-
.mghurtbytheﬁrstmpmswnuofmﬂ
faces and new ideas: but Helen, o&a,
mgore -vivacious temper, had not yet.a¢-
quired her sister's gopd sense. We. panst
observe that Helm was a little di-
posed to be fand of mowelty, and meme-
times formed 8 prodigioudly high «opi-
nion of persons whom she bad seen fat
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fotia fow hours. - < Not-to. admire;” was
an art which she had to learn. '

When Helen wais between eleven and
twelve years old, ‘Lady S$*#* returned
from abroad, and came to reside 4t her
country seat, which whs very near Mrs.
Temple’s. The lady had a daughter;
Iy  Augusta, who was' a little older
than Helen. One morning a fine coach
drsve to the door, and Lady S### gnd
hér daughter were: announced.—We
shall not say any thing at present of
cither of the ladies, except that Helen.
was mach debighted with them, and
talked of nothing else to her sister alt
- thérest of the day.

The next morning, as these two sisters
weéve sitting at work i their mother’s
de¢ssivig-room, - the following conversaw
tion began:
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“ Sister, do yeu like pink or blue the
best?” said Helen.

“ I don’t know ; blue, I think.”

“ O blue to be sure. Mother, which.
do you like best? ” |

“ Why ’tis a question of such im-.
portance, I must have time to' de--
liberate ; I am afraid I like pink the:
best.”

“ Piak ! dear, that's very odd !—But,
mamma, didn’t you think yesterday, that
Lady Augusta’s sash was a remarkably .
pretty pale blue?”

“ Yes; I thought it was very pretty;
but as I have seen a great. many such.
sashes, I did not think it was any thing.
very remarkable.”

¢ Well, perbaps it was not remark-
ably -pretty ; but yeu’ll allow, ma’awm,
that it was very well put on.”
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% It was put on as ' other ‘sashes are,"
as well as I remember.”

“1like Lady Augusta elceedmgly,
mother.” ' ‘ 4

“ What! because she has a blue:
sash?” ' :

“ No, I'm not quite so silly as that,” -
said Helen, laughing ;- “ not because
she has a blue sash.” Co

“Why then did you like her ?-—be-
cause it was well put on?”

¢ O, no, no.”

¢ Why then?” \

“ Why! mamma, why do you ask
why ?-—I ‘can’t tell why.—You know.
one often likes ‘and dislikes people at
first without exactly knowing why.”

“ One! whom do you mean by ome?”

¢ Myself, and every body.”

- % You, perhaps, but net every.body ;.
VOL. IV. N
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for only wlly: m ke m&. -dinllike

without any reason.”

“ But § hope:'m net one. of u)nny
people; I only meant, that I had'wer:
thewght sbout it: I dere say, 'l were
to think about it, I should be able %
give yow a.great. many reasons.”

- ¢ I shiall be contented with: one goeds
one, Helen.”

<. Welt then, -mn’am, in em fitst
place, I liked her Because she was se
good-humoured.”

“ Yéu saw her but for one half hour.
Awe. you sure that she is guod-humour
ed?”

- %-No, msam.! but l’m suse  sher
looked very good-burmou Co

* % That's another affair; however,\lao-
knowledge it iv reasonable, to fedl dis-
pored to Hlve awy one, who has a.good-

rele
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-wmaoured  coumtanencs, lhegsuse the
iseamper has, I believe, a very strang infln-
*qe wpon cextain muscles. of the face ;
ssad Helen, though you are no great phy-
doguamist, we will take it for geanted,
siat yeu were not mistaken ; now I did
«aot think Lady Augusia had.a remark-
wbly goad-tempered commtenance, byt I
hope that I am mistaken. Was this your
omly resson for iking her excepdingly ?”

“ No, not my only reason; I lked
her =~ beaalse ~—— becatise ~»— in-
weed, maam,” seid Helen, growing a
little impatient at finding herself unahle
4o amepge har own ideas,  indeed,
pea’am, 1 dow’t just rementber any thing
in particular, but I know I thought -her
wary agresable alogether.”

“ Seying that yom thisk a -parsdn

very agreesble altogether, may be a

eammon mode of expression; hat I »
N 2
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-obliged to inform you, that it is no rea-
- son, nor do.I exactly comprehend :what
it means, unless it means, in other
- words, that you don’t choese to be-at
«-the trouble of thinking. I am sadly afraid,
-*Helen, that you must be content at last,
--to-be ranked among the silly ones, who
: like and dislike without knowing why.

- —Hey, Helen ? ”

- ¢ O no, indeed, mother,” said Helen,

- putting down her work. S
s “My dear, I am sorry to distress

-m, but what are become of the great

- many good reasons?”

. % 0, I have them still ; hutthen l’
..afraid to tell them, because Emma mll
* Jaugh at me.”.

“ No, indeed, I won’t hugh,” .said

t Emipa—* besides, if you please, I can

:. go away.” : ‘

. %.No, no, sit still; I will tell them
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. slliseétly »~WDy, shiather, you kuow; be-
-fore we saw Lady Augusta, every body
‘sld us'how pretty, and sccomplivhed,
~wind agreeshie shé was."
© ¢ Ewery bodyin-mohody that I we-
~snember,” sall Bsosa, “ but Mas. H.
“amd Miss K.
“ O, -indeed, dister, snd Iady M.
.m..”
“ Well, and Lady M., that .makes
- tavee.” .
*» - « Dut are have poaple every boly ? "
‘- = No, to be awre,” sud Helaw, a
not to laugh at e, Emma~~Howewer,
' mother, withoat joking, I am sureLady
Augusta is very accomplished at. least.
" Do you know, ma’am, she bas'a Freach
gomerness?  But I foxget her mame.”
¢ Never mind her name, it is liefle -
'~Mmﬂ .
N3
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- €0, but I. recollect it now; Mﬂe
+ moiselle Panache.” "
.. “ Why. undoubtedly Lady Augusta’
havmg' a French. governess, .and :her
- name being Mademoiselle Panache, are
.~incontrovertible : proofs of the excellence
of her education. But I think.you. said
. you were sure that she was very accom-
plished ; what do you mean by accom-
- plished ?” o 8
“ Why, that she dances extremely
" well, and that she speaks French and
.. Italian, and that she draws exceedingly
. well indeed : .takes likenesses, mamma !
. likenesses in miniature, mother ! »’
-~ % You saw them, I suppose?” ..
“ Saw. them! No, I did notmthem,
but I heard of them.”
“ That's a singular. method ¢£ Judg-
: ing of pictores”! . - !
¢ But, however, she cqhmly.phys
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..extzemely "well upon. the piano-forte,
- and understands.music perfectly, I have
a particular Teason- for know:ng this,

- however.” X

' .... % You did not hear her play?” ./

“ No; but I saw an Italian. song

. written in her own hand, and she ‘told

. me, she set it to music herself”

. % You.saw her music, and :heard her
. drawings ; — excellent proofs '— Well

. but her dancing ?”

“ Why, she told me the name of her :
: dancing master, and it sounded like a

. . foreign name.” - :

© «'So, I suppose, he must be a good,

- one,” said Emma, laughing. .

“ But, seriously,-I do believe: she is
- sensible.”” -
¢ Well: your cause of behef?"
" % Why, I asked her. if: she had read
. samch . history,. and’ she: unswered,. 4 g
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“#gtle;’ tmt I-saw by -her'dook, shemneant
-8 great deal. Nay, Bmms, you mre
‘langhing wow ; 1 saw you seifle.”

*“ Forgive her, Helen, indeed: #t- whs |
very dificult ¢ help ™ said Mrs.
Temple.

“Well, mother,” said Helem, «I
believe I have heen a kttle hasty- in my |
Judgment, and ail iy good ressons are |
refuced to nothing: I dare say all this
time Lady Augusta is very ignansst,

it very Hib-natured.”

LI

“Nay;” now you are-geing iito she
opposite extreme : it is pasaihle, she-vody

“have all the accemplishments, and good

qualities, which you finst imsgined -her
to have: I omly mebmt to show -you,
that you had no proofs of themhi-
therto™

“ Bat strdly, shesher, it ‘weuM be

adut geodveatured, to heliove a: stesmger
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- t0 be  amiable. and . sensible, when we
- know nothjng: to the contrary : strangers
may be as good as the people we have
-known all our lives; so.it would be
- wery hard.upon them, and very silly in
us too, if we were to take it for granted,
they were every thing that was bad,
- merely because they were strangers.” .-
- “.You.do not. yet reason with' perfect
accuracy, Helen : is there no difference
. between. thinking people every thing
. that is good and amiable, and taking it
for granted that.they are every thmg
. thatis bad ? ”
¢+ . “-But thep, mother, what can one
.do ?—To.be always doubting and doubt-
- ing .is very disagreeable: and at first,
-:when one knows nething of a persom,.
. .how can we judge?”. . . )
v . “There is mno. necessity, that I can
. perceive, for yowr judging of people’s
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sshamaitersihe wery dnshiié: they: dome
-iwto- a rocan, whish [ suppoes s swhat
‘you meam by ¢at first” Awnd-though
it be disagreeable to beialways * doubt-
ing .and doubting,’ yet it-is whetwe
must submit to patiently, Helen, unless
we would submit to the comsequentes
of deciding ill; which, let mg namre

. wou, my little daughter, awe infimtely

~more disagreeable.”

* 'Then,” said Helen, * I had better

. dombt and douht a-little longer, mother,
about Lady Augusta.” .

Here the conversation ended. A.faw
dayssfteswards Lady.Augusta came with
her mother, to dine at Mrs. Templels.
.&or the first hour Helen kept her reaalu-
tion, and with some difficulty mainiain-
ed her mind in the painful, philonephic
~ggate .of doasht; hut the amsond -hour
‘Ficlep thought, that it would be wmjest
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teldoubt any longdr ; espevially as Lady ,
Augusta had just shown her e Krench
podket.fan, amd at. the very same time
obtorved to Emma; that her sistar’s haiv.
was & true suburn colour.

Ia the evening, after they hadrretumed
from & walk, they went into Mrs. Tem-
pleis dressing-room, to look at a certain
black japanned cabinet, in which He-
len kept some dried specimens of plants,.
anth- other curieus things: "-Half the
dywwersi in this cabinet were hems, and
the other half her sisters. Now Emma,
thongh she was sufficiently obliging.
and pelite towards her new acqueint.:
ance,. was by no means enchanted with
hewy::uor did she feel the least dis+
pesition, suddendy to ¢ontract a friend-
ship - with a- person she had. seen bug
for' & few heurs:” This reskwve, Helen
thoaght, shawed domte wamt of . feeling,
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and seemed determined to make amends -
for it by the warmth and frankness of
her own manners. She opened all the
drawers of the cabinet ; and whilst Lady
Augusta looked and adniired, Helen
watched her eye, as Aboulcasem, in the
Persian Tales, watched the eye of the
stranger, to whom he was displaying
his treasures. Helen, it seems, had
read the story, which had left a deep"
impression upon her imagination; and
she had long determined, on the first
convenient opportunity, to imitate the-
conduct of the * generous Persian.”
Immediately, therefore, upon observing -
that any thing struck her guest’s fancy, -
she withdrew it, and secretly set it apart
for her, as Aboulcasem set apart the
slave, and the cup, and'the ‘peacock.
At night, when Lady Augueta was pre-
paring to depart, Helen slipped<outof.
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the room, packed up the things, and,
as Aboulcasem wrote a scroll with his
presents, she thought it necessary to
accompany hers with a billet, All this
" being accomplished with much celerity,
and some trepidation, she hurried down
stairs, gave her packet to one of the
servants, and saw it lodged in Lady
S***’s eoach.

:'When the visit was ended, and Helen
and Emma had retired to their own
room at night, they began to talk instead
of going to sleep.—* Well, sister,” said
Helen, “and what did you give to Lady
Augusta ?”

“I! nothing.”

% ‘Nothing ! ” repeated Helen, in a
triumphant tone; “ then she will not
think you very generous.”

“ T do not want her to think me very
generous,” said Emma, laughing;—

VOL. 1V. o
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*“.meither do. I think, hafegiving.of .pre-
-aends to stxangers +is ral wgys..a proof. of
 ggemerosity.”
“ Strangers or :no .stmqgaw. ~that
-mekes no difference; for. surgly a, per-
sen’s, giving away.any'thing tbat they
»dike: themselves;dsia;pretfy certain proaf,
Emma, of .their generesity.”
¢ Not quite so certain,” replied 3€m-
ma; “at least-I mean .as far .as I can
judge of - may own :mind ; I know I hawe
naometimes given things away that I liked
.mayself, merely beeause I-was ashamed to
spefuse ; now I should not call that gee-
rosity, but weakness ; and besides, I think
it does make a great deal of difference,
.Helen, whether.you mean to speak of
.strangers or friends. I.am sure at.thisin-
stant, if thereis any: thing of mine in that
+black .cabinet that .you. wish .for, Helen,
-Higive it you with the greatest pleasure.”
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¢ And notto Lady Augusta ? "

“ No; I‘could not do both: and do
you think I would make no distinction
between a person I have lived with and+
lowed for yeaers, and a stranger, whom I -
know and care very. little about ?”

Helen was touched by this speech,
especially as she entirely believed her
sister ; for Emma was not one who made--
sentimental speeches.

A short time after this visit, Mrs.
Temple took: her two daughters with:
ber to dine at-Lady S***s. As they:
happened to go rather-earlier than usual,
they found nobody in the drawing-
room but-the French governess, Made-.
mooiselle Panache. Heglen, it seems, had:
coneeived a very sublime idea of a:
F¥ench governess; and ‘when she first:
came into the room; she looked up to:

' o2
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‘Mademoiselle Panache with a mixture
of awe and admiration. Mademoiselle
was not much troubled with any of that
awkward reserve, which seems in Eng-
land sometimes to keep strangers at bay
for the first quarter of an hour of their
acquaintance. She could not, it is true,
speak English very fluently, but this
only increased her desire to speak it;
and between {wo languages she found
means, with some difficulty, to express
herself. The conversation, after the
usual preliminary nothings had been
gone over, turned upon France, and
French literature; Mrs. Temple said
she was going to purchase some French
books for her daughters, and very po-
litely begged to know what authors
Mademoiselle would particularly re-
commend. “ Vat auteurs! you do me
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much honows; madame-—at awteursy
why, Mosdemoisclies; there's Telemague;
and Belisaire”

Helen and Emma had) read. Tele..
maque and :Belisaire, so. Mademoiselld-
was obliged to think again—<Attandea’ 7
cried she; putting up her fore finger in
am attitude: of recollection. Bat the:
result of all her. recollection was still-
~Belisaire” and “ Telemaque ;” and:
an Abbé’s book, whose name she could-
not' remember; theugh she remembered.
perfectly well that the vork was pubw,
lished; < Pan msille stw cents gmatre
wingts dir.

Helen could.scavcely forbear smiling;
so. much was her aweand admiration of a;
Prench governess abated. Mrs. Temple;
te'relieve Mademoiselle from: the pers.
plexity of searching for the Abb&lname;
awnd to-aveid the hazard : of geing: out of

03 -

T
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her circle of French literature, men-
tioned - Gil Blas;. and observed, that,
though it was a book universally put
into the bands of very young people,
‘she thought Mademmselle judged well
in preferring :
-« O!”  interrupted Mademmselle
« Je me trouve bien heureuse—1 am |
guite happy, madame, to.be of your
way of tinking—I would never go to
thoose to put Gil Blas into no pupil’s of
mine’s hands, until they were perfectly
mistress of de ideome de la langue.”

It was not' the idiom, but the mors-
lity of the book to which Mrs. Temple
had alluded; but that, it was very
plain, occupied no part of Mademoiselle
Panache’s attention ; her object was
selely to teach her pupil French. * Aais
pour: Miladi Augusta,” cried she,  c’est
eraiment xn ' petit prodige !'~~You me-
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dame, you are a judge.—On le voit bien.
You know how much .difficile it be, té
compose French poesie, because of de
rhymes, de masculin, feminive, de néu-
tre genre of noun substantive and ad-
Jective, all to be consider in spite of de
sense in our rhymes.—Je ne m’explique
pas.— Mais enfin—de natives themseloes
very few cometowrite passablyin poesie ;
except it be your great poetsby profession.
Cependant,madame, Milada Augusta, I
speak de truth, not one word of lies, Mi-
ladi Augusta write poesie just the same
with prose.—Veritablement comme un:

- ange ! Et puis,” continued Mademox-
selle Panache——

But she was interrupted by the en-
trance of the « little angel” and her
mather. Lady Augusta wore a rose-
coloured sash to-day, and Helen ne.

longer preferred blue to pink. Not
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long after they were seated, Lady S***
observed; that her daughter’s face: wast
burned by being opposite-to: the. fires:
and, after -betraying some symptoms -oft
anxiety, cried-—‘ Mademoigelle; why:
will you .always - let. Augusta sit so near:
the fire? My dear, how. can you bear
to burn your face.so?- Do be se goody,
for my sake, to take a screen.”

“ There is no screen in the: reom,
ma’am, I believe,”” said: the. young:
lady, moving, or seeming to move, her
chair three. quarters of an inch - backv.
. wards.

“ No screen!” said. Lady. S%#%;.
looking round; ¢ I thought, Madés.
moiselle, your sereens were finished,”"

“ Oh.oui, madame, dey be finishs;
but I forget to make dem. come. down:
stairs.”

1 hate--embroidéred: soreems,” ol
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served Lady S*** turning away her
head;  for one is always afraid to use
-them.”

Mademoiselle immediately rose to
fetch one of hers. '

“ Ne wous deranges pas, Mademoi-
selle,” said Lady S**#*, carelessly.—
And whilst she was out of the room,
turning to Mrs. Temple, “ Have you a
French governess ? ”* said she; «I think
you told me not.” N

“ No,” said Mrs. Temple, “ I have
no thoughts of any governess for my
daughters.”

¢ Why, indeed, I don’t know but
you are quite right, for they are sad
plagues to have in one’s house ; besides,
I believe too, in general, they are a sad
set of people. But what can one do,
you know? One must submit to all

N
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that ; for they tell me there’s- no other-
way of securing to one’s children a good*
French pronunciation.—How will: yeu

manage about that? ”

¢ Helen and Emma,” said Mrs. Tem-
ple, “read and understand French as’
well as I could wish, and if ever they-
go to France, I hope they will -be ablé
to catch the accent, as'I have-never suf:
fered them to acquire any fixed bad ha-
bits of speaking it.”

“ O, said Lady S**%*, « bad habits
are what I dread of allthingsfor Augusta;
I assure you I was particularly nice about’
the- choice of a governess: for- her; so
many of these sort of peoplé come: over.
here from Switzerland, or:the French:
provinces, and speak a horrid jargon.—
It’s very difficult- to meet with a person-
you could entirely: depend upon:.™
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“ Very dificult, indeed,” said:Mays.
~Temple.

“ However,” continued hemladyship,
“ 1 think myself most exceedingly .for-
rtunate ; I.am absolutely certain,.that
Mademoiselle . Panache comes . frem.Pa-
.mis, and was born and-educated there ; -80
.1 feel guite at ease ;..and .as to'the- rest,”
said she, Jlowering her .voice, ‘but enly
dowering.it.sufficiently, to-fix Lady.Ams-
gusta’s attention—-*¢ as.to the rest,Lshall
.part .with her when my daughter'is a
.year or swo older; so you know she ean
«do.no great harm. Besides,” said -sbe,
speaking louder, “ I really have great
confidence in her, and Augusta and.she
.seem to agree vastly well.” .

“:0,-]88," sa.id Iady Augusta, 3 M‘_
- demoiselle .is- exceedingly - good-natured ;
Lam.sure I like her .vastly.”

¢ :Well, .that’s the.chief thing; I
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would work upon a child’s sensibility ;
that’s my notion of education,” said
Lady S*#** to Mrs. Temple, affecting
a sweet smile.—* Take care of the heart
at any rate—there I'm sure, at least, 1
may depend on Mademoiselle Panache,
for she is the best creature in the
world! I’ve the highest opinion of her:
not that I would trust my own judg-
ment, but she was most exceedingly well
recommended to me.”

Mademoiselle Panache came into the
room again, just as Lady S*** finished
her last sentence ; she brought one of
her own worked screens in her hand.
Helen looked at Lady Augusta, expect-
ing that she would at least have gone
to meet her governess; but the young
lady never offered to rise from her seat;
and when poor Mademoiselle presented
the screen to her, she received it with.
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the utmost nonchalance, only inter
rupting her conversation by a slight _
bow of the head. Helen and Emma
looked down, feeling both ashamed and
shocked at manners which they could
neither think kind nor polite.

However, it was no wonder, that the
pupil should not be scrupulously respect-
ful towards a governess whom her mother
treated like a waiting-maid.

More carriages now came to the door,
and the room was soon filled with com-
pany. The young ladies dined at the
side-table with Mademoiselle Panache ;
and during dinner Emma and Helen
quite won her heart.—< Voila des de-
moiselles des plus polies!” she said with
emphasis; and it is true, that they were
particularly careful to treat her with the
greatest attention and respect, not only
from their general habits of good breed-

VOL. IV, P
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ipg,-:and .from.a semse of, propriety, bt
£froam. a feeling of pity and generosity;
they could not bear to think; that.a-pexr-
@on should.be treated .with neglect.or
dnsolence,. merely because her situation
and rank happened to.be inferior.

-Mademoiselle, - pleased with - their
manners, was . particularly officious -dn
eutertaining..them ;..and -when- the ‘neit
of the company..sat:down to cards,:ske
offexed: to :shew. them the house, which
was large and magnificent.

-Helen and Emma were very gladdo
.be relieved from their seats beside: the
.card-table, and from -perpetually heaming
of trumps, odd tricks, and honours;.s0
that . they eagerly .accepted .Mademei-
«elle’s propesal.

"The last room -which. they went imto
wwas Lady Augusta’s apartment, in which
her-writing-desk, her drawing-box,: adi
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her piano-forte stood. It was very eles
gantly furnished; and at one end was-a
handsome bookcase, which immediately:
attracted Helen and Emma’s attention.
Not Lady Augusta’s; her attention, the:
moment she came into the room, was.
attracted by a hat, which Mademoiselle
had been making up in the morning,
and which lay half-finished upon the
sofa. “ Well, really this is elegant!”
said she; ¢ certainly, Mademoiselle, yow
have the best.taste-in the world !—Isn’t
it a beautiful hat?” said she, appealing
to Helen and Emma.

“ O, yes,” replied Helen instantly;
for as she was no great judge, she was
afraid to hazard her opinien, and thought-
it safest to acquiesce in Lady Augus-
ta’s. Emma, on the contrary, who did
not. think the hat particulatly. pretty;
and'who.dared to think for-herself, was_

P2
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silent. And certainly it requires 1o
common share of strength of mind, to
dare to think for one’s self about a hat.
In the mean time Mademoiselle put
the finishing stroke to her work; and
observing that the colour of the ribbon
would become Helen’s complexion—
“ Marveilleusement! Permittez, Made-
moiselle,” said she, putting it lightly up-
on her head—¢ Qu'elle est charmante!
Qu'elle est bien comme ga!—Quite an--
other ting! Mademoiselle Helén est
charmante!” cried the governess with
enthusiasm; and her pupil echoed her
exclamations with equal enthusiasm, till
Helen would absolutely have been per-
suaded, that some sudden metamorphosis
had taken place in her appearance, if her
sister’s composure had not happily pre-
served her in her sober senses. She
could not, however, help feeling a sens’»
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bider-diminwtion: . of merit. and (happiness;.
when: the hat was lifted off. her head.

¢ What a very pretty coloured ribe.
amk!” said she.

“ That's pistachio colour,” said Lady:
Amgusta, .

« Pistachio colour!” repeated Helesm;.
with admiration.

¢ Pistachio colour;” repeated her sis..
ter, coally; “I did not know: that was the’
name: of the coléur.”

¢ Bon Dieu.!” said Mademoiselle,
lifting ‘up her.hands and ‘eyes to.heaven;
‘“Bor Diex! not know de pistachea:
colour !”

Emom, neither humbled nor shoeked
akher own.ignorance, simply said:to her-.
self,. ¢ Surely. it is no crime, not to know-
a. name.” But Madeémoiselle’s ablor--
rent and amazed look produced a very.
different effect upon Helern’s: imagine--

P38
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tion; she felt all the anguish of false
shame, that dangerous infirmity of weak
minds. . ’

“ Bon!” said Mademoiselle Panache
to herself, observing the impression
which she made: “ Poila un bon sujet au
moins.” And she proceeded with more
officiousness perhaps than politeness, to
reform certain minutize in Helen’s dress,
which were not precisely adjusted ac-
cording to what she called the mode :
she having the misfortune to he posséss-
ed of that intolerant spirit, which admits’
but of one mode; a spirit, which is
common to all persons who have seen
but little of the world, or of good com-
pany; and who, consequently, cannot
conceive the liberality of sentiment, upon
all matters of taste and fashion, which
distinguishes well-bred and well-edu-
cated people.
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. % Pardonnes, Mademoiselle Helen,”
said she ; “ Permettes”—altering things
to her fancy—*‘ un petit plus—et un
petit plus : oui, comme ¢a—cormme ¢a—
Bien !—Bien !—Ah non !—Cela est vi-
lain—affreuse! Mais tenes, toujours
comme ga ; resouvenes vous bien, Made-
moiselle— Ah bon ! wous 'vozld mise @
quatre épingles !

“ A quaire épingles !” repeated He-
len to herself. “ Surely,” thought Em- .

a, ¢ that is a vulgar expression ; Made-
moiselle is not as elegant in her taste
for language as for dress.” Indetd two
or three technical expressions, which af- "
terwards escaped from this lady, joined
to the prodigious knowledge she dis-
played of the names, qualities, and va-
lue of ribands, gauzes, feathers, &c. had
excited a strong suspicion in Emma’s
mind, that Mademoiselle Panache her-



164 MADEMOISELLE PANACHBR

self might possibly have had tie honour
to be a milliner.

The following: invident- sufficiently
confirmed her suspicions ;-—Whilst Mas
demoiselle . was dressing- and . undressig
Helen; she regularly. carried’ every<pim
which' shie teok out to her mouths . .

Helen' did not. pereeive- this: mum
ceuvre, it being performed with hae
bitual celerity ; but seeing: that: all the
pins were vanished, she first glanced hen
eye upon the talle, and then.on the
ground, and still: not. seeing her pins;
she felt in her pocket for her. pincushion;
and: presented it—s* Jen-ai assez, bion
obligée, Mademoiseile ;”—and from:seme
secret receptacle in her-mouth, she.pro:
duced first one piw, then amother, . till
BEwmma counted seventeen, to:her uttex
astomishment; —-more, certainly, thaw
anvy:mouth could contein but a-millimer’s:
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Unfortunately, however, in Made-
moiselle’s haste to speak, a pin and an
exclamation, contending in her mouth,
impeded her utterance, and put her in
imminent danger of choking. They
‘all looked frightened. “ Qu’avez wous
donc !> cried she, recovering herself
with admirable dexterity, ¢ Qu'aves
wous donc !—Ce n'est rien.~Ah si vous
aviez vue Mademoiselle Alexandre I—
Ah ! dat would frighten you indeed !—
Many de time I see her put ome tirty,
Jorty, fifty—aye, one hundred, two hun-
dred in her mouth—and she all de time
laugh, talk, eat, drink, sleep wid dem,
and no harm, nonobstant, never happen
Mademoiselle Alexandre.”
. ¢ And who is Mademoiselle Alex-
andre ? 7 said Emma.
« Eh donc !~—fameuse merchande de
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modes—rue St. Homoré—rivale.céléhre
de Mademoiselle Baulara.”

“ Yes; I know !” said Lady Augusta,
delighted to appear to kmow the:nasaer
of two French milliners, without in the
least suspecting that she had the honouz:
to have a third for a governess.

Emma smiled, but was silent.—She
fortunately possessed a sound discrimic
nating understanding :. observing and
- judging for herself, it was not easy te
impose upon her by names and  gri-
maces.

It.was remarkable, that Mademoaisellé.
Panache had never once attéempted. to:
alter. any thing in Emma's dress, and
directed very little of her conversation
to “her; seeming to have an intuitive
perception, that she could make no ims
. pression’; and Lady Augusta, teo; tseated
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her «with less familiarity, but with far
-more respect.

“.Dear Helen,” said Lady Aagusta,
for.she  seemed, touse her own expres-
sion, .to ‘have taken. a great faucy to
:her ; ¢ dear Helen, I hope you are to be
:at.the ball at the races.”

¢« 1 .don’t know,” said Helen ; «.1
-believe my mother intends to be there.”

< Kt wous ?” said Mademoiselle Pa-
:mache, ¢ you, to be sure, I hopet~—
yyour.mamma could. not be so cruel,-as
.40 leave you at home! une demotselle
Jaite comme vous ! >’

-Helen had been .quite indifferent
-about gomg to ghe ball, till' these words
inspired :her-with..a vielent.desire to go
-there; or rather with. a violent dread of
the misfortune and disgrace of being
Jeft “.at.home.” '

We shall, for fear of:being tiresome,
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omit a long conversation, which passed
about the dress and necessary prepara-
tions for this ball. It is enough to say,
that Helen was struck with despair at
the idea, that her mother probably
would not procure for her all the fine
things which Lady Augusta had, and
which Mademoiselle assured her were
absolutely necessary to her being « pre-
sentable.” In particular her ambition
was excited by a splendid watch-chain
of her ladyship’s, which Lady Augusta '
assured her ¢ there was no possibility ef
living without.”

Emma, however, reflecting that she
had lived all her life without even wish.
ing for a watch-chain, was inclined to
doubt the accuracy of her ladyship’s
assertion.

In the mean time poor Helen fell into

profound and somewhat painful re-
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verie. She stood with the watch-chain
in her hand, ruminating upon the vast,
infinite number of things she wanted, to
complete her happiness—things of which
she had never thought before. Indeed,
during the short time she had been in
the company of Mademoiselle Panache,
a new world seemed to have been open-
ed to her imagination—new wants, new
wishes, new notions of right and wrong,
‘and a totally new idea of excellence
and happiness had taken possession of
her mind.

So much mischief may be done by a
silly governess in a single quarter of an
hour!—But we are yet to see more of
the genius of Mademoiselle Panache for
education. It happened, that, while the
young ladies were busily talking toge-
ther, she had gotten to the other end of
the room, and was busily engaged at

VOL. IV, Q
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a looking-glass, receding: and advancing
by. turns, to decide the:exact distance, at
which rouge was :liable to detectien.
Keeping her eye upon the mirror, she
went .backwards, ‘and :backwarder, till
amluckily she chanced to-set-her foot |
upon Liady Augusta’s favourite little }
dog, who. instantly.sent.forth a piteous
yell. ‘ j

“ Oh! my dog!—Oh ! my dog !”: ex-
claimed Lady Augusta, rusning to:the
dog, and taking it into her lap—: Ok
chére Fanfan !—where is it hurt, my
poor, .dear, sweet, darling little erea-
ture? ”

“ Chére.Fanfan!” cried Mademoi-
.selle, kneeling down, amd kissing the
offended paw——pardonnes, Fanfan !”—
and they continued caressing and pitying
1Fanfan, so as to .give Helen a .very
exalted .opinion of their sensibility, and
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te make her wiser sister: doubt of its
/ shneerity.

Longer would Fanfan have . been de-
plored with all the pathos of: ferminine
fondness, had not Mademoiselle sud-
denly shrieked, andstartedup. ¢« What’s
the matter >—what'’s ' the matter? >’—
cried they all at onces—The affrighted
governess pointed to her pupil’s sash,
exclaiming, “ Reégardes '—regardez !”
There was a moderate-sized spider upon
the young lady’s sash—< La woila ! ah
la woila !”* cried she, at an awful dis
tamce.

It is only a spider,” said Emma.

« A spider!”’ said  Lady Augusta,;
and threw Fanfan from her lap as-she
rose—*“where ?—where ?>~—on my sash!”

¢ I'll shake it off?”’ said Helen.

«“QOh! shake it, shake it!*’—and

Q2
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she shook it herself, till the spider fell to
the ground, who seemed to be almost as
much frightened as Lady Augusta, and "
was making his way as fast as possible
from the field of battle.

“Oun est il 2—ou est il 2—Le vilain
animal!” cried Mademoiselle, advancing
—Ah que je l'écraise au moins,” said
she, having her foot prepared.

« Kill it!—O, Mademoiselle, don’t
kill it,”’ said Emma, stooping down to
save it—* I’ll put it out of the window
this instant.” A

. Ah! how can you touch it? > said
Lady Augusta with disgust, while Emma
-carried it carefully in her hand; and
Helen, whose humanity was still proof
against Mademoiselle - Panache, ran to
open the window. Just as they had got
the poor spider out of the reach of its
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etiemies, a sudden gust of wind blew it
back again ; it fell once more" upow tlie.
floor.

« Oy kill it ;—Jkll it, amy body~~fér
heaven’s sake do kill it!” Mademoiselle
pressed forward, and-ciushed the animad
to:death.

“Is it dead? quite dead? ” said‘hee
pupil, approaching timidly. ,

« Avancez/” said her governess,
laughing— Que craigmez - vous dono#
—Elle est morte, je vous dis.”

The young. lady looked at the entrails
of the spider, and was satisfied.

So much for a lesson.on hwmsnity.

It was some time before the effects of
this scene were effaced fromv the: minds
of either of the sisters; but at length'a
subject’ very interesting. to Hehen was
started. Lady Augusta. mentioned the

,lietle- ebemry “box,. which hsul. been pu¢
Q3



" 374 MADEMOISELLE PANACHE.

into the coach, and Miss Helen’s very
obliging note.

However, though she affected te be

, Ppleased, it was evident by the haughty
carelessness of her manner, whilst she
.returned her thanks, that she was ra- .
ther oﬁ'ended than obhged by the pre- !
sent. A ‘

Helen was surprised and mortlﬁed. '
The times, she perceived, were changed ’
since the days of Aboulcasem.

“J am . particularly distressed,” smd
Lady Augusta, who often assumed the
language. of a woman, “I am particu-
larly distressed to rob you of your pretty
prints ; especially as my uncle has just
sent me down a set of Bartolozzi’s from
town. . ~

“But I hope, Lady Augusta, you

liked the little prints which are cut
out. I think you said youwished for

”
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some such things, to put on a work-
basket.”

“ 0, yes; I'm sire I'm exceedmgly
obliged to you for remembering that;
I had quite forgotten it; but I found
some beautiful vignettes the other .day
in our French books, and I shall set
about copying them for my basket di-
fectly. I'll show them to you, if you
please,” said she, going to the book-"
case. “ Mademoiselle, do be so good
as to reach for me those little books in
the Morocco binding.”

MademoxSelle got upon a stool, and
touched several books, one -after an-
other, for she could not translate “ Mo-
rocco binding.” ‘

- “ Which did you mean ?—Dw-—dls
—dis, or dat ?” said she.

“ No, no—none of those, Mademoi~

- selle; not .in that row.—Leok just.
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above your hand in-the sscond row from
the top.” ‘

“O;-10 ; not!in dat row,. I hope”’

«“Why not there ?*

- 0; Miladi. Augusta; vous s¢aves
Hien,—oe somt.la les livres défendues-it
duare not touch owe-Kows le spaves
bien,. Miladi, votre chére meére.”

« Miladi, votre chére nidre!’ repeated
the young lady, mimicking her governess
=% pooh, nonsense, give me the books:"

<« Eh.non—absolument non—Croyes
moi, Mademoiselle, de book is not good:
Ce n'est pas comme il faut ! itis:not fit
_for young ladies—for nobedy. to read:’

“ How- do you know that so well,
Mademoiselle ? *’

« Nlimporte;” said Mademoiselle, co-
louring, “ n'importe-—~je le: sgaiv—But
ot to talk of dat ; yow:know I cammot
disobey Miludi; de row of Romans:she
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Jforbid to be touch, on no account, by
nobody but herself in de house—You
know dis, Mademoiselle Augusta.—So en
conscience,” said she, descending from
the stool
.- “ En conscience!” repeated Lady
!-Augusta, with the impatient accent of
.-one not used to be opposed, I can’t help
admiring the tenderness of your consci-
| ence, Mademoiselle Panache.—*“ Now,
- would you believe it? ” continued she,
‘turning to Emma and Helen, “ now
would you believe it ? Mademoiselle has
‘had the second volume of that very book
ander her.pillow this fortnight; I caught
her reading it one morning, and that was
-what made me so anxious to see it; or
else ten to one I never should have
4hought of the book—so en conscience! *
Mademoiselle.” "
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Mademoiselle coloured ‘furiounsly: .

“ Muis oraiment, . Miladi. Augusta,
wous me manguez en facel”

The young lady made no reply; . but
sprang upon the stool, to reaeh the books
for herself; and the governess deem-
ing it prudent not to endanger heram-
thority by an ineffectual struggle for vic-
tory, thought proper to sound a timely
retreat.

« Allons! Mesdemoiselles,” cried she,
“ I fancy de tea wait by dis time ; de
scendons ;” and she led the way.—Emma
instantly followed her.— Stay a me-
ment for me, Helen, my dear.”’—Helen
hesitated.

“ Then you won't take down. the
books?” said she:

“ Nay, one mement; Just let me
show you the vignette.”
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"¢.No, no; pray don’t, Mademeiselle
said you must not.” ‘
|« Yes, she said I must not;.but you
“see she went away, that I might; and
30 I will,” said Lady Augusta, jumping
. off .the stool with the red beeks in her
' hand.—* Now, loek.here.”
.~ %0, no; I can't stay, indeed!” said
Helen, pulling away her:hand.
|« La! what.a child ;you.are!” said .
~ Lady Augusta, laughing; “itsrmamma
~ghan’t be angry with it, she shan’t—
La! what harm.can there be.in lookipg
~ at.a vigoette? ”

“ Why, to be sure there can be.no
harm in.looking at a vigette,” said
Helen, submitting -frem -the :same gpe-
cies of false shame, which-had esnquered
her understanding before .about the pi-
stachio colour.

"« Well, look !** said -Lady Augusta,

|
|
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opening the book, « isn’t this exceed-
ingly pretty ? >

« Exceedingly pretty,” said Helen,
scarce seeing it; “ now shall we go
down?

“ No, stay; as you think that pretty
I can show you a much prettier.

“ Well, only one then.”

But when she had seen that, Lady
Augusta still said, * One other,” and
“ one other,” till she had gone through
a volume and a half, Helen all the
while alternately hesitating and yield-
ing, out of pure weakness and mauvaise
honte. '

The vignettes, in fact, were not ex-
traordinarily beautiful ; nor, if they had,
would she have taken the least pleasure
in seeing them in such a surreptitious
manner. She did not, however, see all
“*- difficulties into which this first de-
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viation from proper comduct wonld lead
her. Alas! no one ever can!
Just when they were within three
leaves of the end of the last volume,
"they heard voices upon the stairs.—
| % There’'s my mother !'—They’re com-
ing |-—What shall we do?” cried Lady
Augusta; and ‘though there could be
“ g harm in looking a2 a print,” yet
" the colour now forsook her cheek, and
 she stood the picture of guilt and cow-
avdice. There was not time to put the
: hooksupintheirplaoe& What was ta
' hg dene?
% Put them into our peckets,” sald
' Lady Augusta.
“ @, no, nol—I won't«-—-l can’t—
. what meanness ! ”

“ But you must.. I cant get them

heth into mine,” said Lady Augusta,in

VOL. 1IV. R



' 182 MADEMOISELLE PANACHE.

great distress. © Dear, dear Helen, - for
my sake!” ’

Helen trembled, and let Lady Au-.
gusta put the book into her pocket.

¢ My dear,” said Lady S—, opening
the door just as this operation was ef-
fected, “ we are come to see your room;
will you let us in?”

% .0, certainly, madam,” said Lady
Augusta, commanding a smile. But j
Helen’s face was covered with so deep a |
crimson, and she betrayed such evident ,
symptoms of embarrassment, that her |
mother, who came up with the rest of ;
the - company, could not help taking
notice of it.

“ Arn’t you well, Helen, my dear?”
said her mother. ‘

Helen attempted no answer.

“ Perhaps,” said Lady Augusta, «it'

= R
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was the grapes after dinner which dis-

! agreed with you.”

- . Helen refused the look of assent, which

. was expected ; and at this moment she

 felt the greatest contempt for Lady Au-

gusta, and terror to see herself led on
step by step in deceit. -

. “ My love, indeed you don’t look

well,” said Lady S—, in a tone of pity.

« It must be de grapes!” said Made-
moiselle.

o« No, indeed,” said Helen, who felt

| inexpressible shame and anguish, “ no,

- indeed, it is not the grapes;” turning
away, and looking up to her mother with
tears in her eyes.

She was upon the point .of producing
the book before all the company; but
Lady Augusta pressed her arm, and she
forbore ; for she thought it would ha_
-dishonourable to betray her.

R2
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Mts. Temple did not choose to ques-
tion her daughter further at this time,
and relieved-her from confusion by tarn- -
ing to something else.

As they went down stairs to tea, Lady
Avugusta with familiar fondness, btesk
Helen’s hand. o

“ You need not fear,” said Hélen,
withdrawing her hand coldly ; « I shall
not betray you, Augusta.”

- “ You’'ll promise me that ? ”

“ Yes,” said Helen, with a feeling of
contempt.

After tea Lady Augusta was request-
ed to sit down to the piano forte, amd
favour the company with an Italisn
'song. She sat down and played and
sung with the greatest case and gaiety
imaginable; whilst Helen, incapahle of
feeling, still more incapable of affacting
gaiety, stood beside:the harpsichord, ber



MADEMOISELLE PANACHE. 185

eyes bowed down' with  penctrative
- shame.”’ :

“ Why do you look so wo-ivegone ?”
said Lady Augusta, as she stooped for a
music book ; “ why don’t you look as I
- do?”

¢ I can’t,” said Helen.

Her ladyship did not feel the force
of this answer; for her own self-appro-
bation could, it seems, be recovered at
a very cheap rate; half a dozen stran-
gers listening, with unmeaning smiles
and encomiums, to her execution of
one of Clementi’s lessons, were sufficient
to satisfy her ambition. - Nor is this

surprising, when all her education had -

tended to teach her, that what are
called accomplishments are superior to
every thing else. Her drawings were

next to be produced and admired. The.

table was presently covered with fruit,
voL. '1v. RS
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flowers, landscapes, men’s, women’s, and
children’s heads; “whilst Mademoisefie
was suffered to stand holding a large
‘port-folio, till she was ready to faint:
nor was she, perhaps, the only perwon
in company who was secretiy tired of
the exhibition.

. These eternal exhibitions of accom-
plishments have of late become private
nuisances. Let young women cultivate
their tastes or their understandings i
any manner that can afford them agree
able occupation, or, in one word, thit
can make them happy; if they are wie,
they will early make it their object tb
be permanently happy, and not merely
to be admired for a few hours of their
existence. ‘

All thiis tite poor Helen could think
- 'of nothing but the book, which she hed
‘been persuaded to sectete. It grew lité
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fn the evening, aid Helen grew more
and more uneasy at not having any op-
~ portunity of returting it. Lady Au-.
gusta was so busy taﬂnng and rccewmg
- tompliments, that- it was impostible to.
catch her eye. :

At length Mrs. Temple’s carriage was.
ordered ; and now all the company were:
| seated in.form, and Helen saw with the
. greatest distress; that she was further
~ than ever from her purpose. She once

had a mirid to call her mother aside, and
¢onsult her; but thﬂt she could not do,
6n account of her promise.

The carriage came to the door; and
whilst Helen put on her cloak, Made-
Jnoiselle assisted her, so that she couM

ot speak to Lady Augusta. Atlast,
when shewas taking leave of her,she said,
# Y you let me give you the book ?”
and YAf drew it from her pocket.-
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“ 0, goodriess! not now ; I can’t take
it now.”

“ What shall I do with it?” .

“ Why, take it home, and send. it
sback directed to me—remember—by
the first opportunity—when you have
done with it.” -

¢ Done with it '—I have done with
it.—Indeed, Lady Augusta, you must
.let me give it you now.”

*“ Come, Helen, we are waiting for. you,
.my dear,” said Mrs. Temple; and Helen
was hurried into the carriage with the -
book still in her pocket. - Thus was she

ibrought from one difficulty into another.

' Now she had promised her mother
never to borrow any book without ‘her
knowledge ; and certainly she had not
-the slightest intention - to forfeit . her |
word, when she first was persuaded to
look at the vignettes. “ Ob,” said she
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to herself, ¢ where will all this end?
What shall I do now? Why was I bo
| weak as 10 stay aud look at the prints?
} And why did I fancy I should like Lady
- Augusta, before 1 knew any thing of
' her ? Oh, how much I wish I had nevdr
 seen her!”
i ©Occupied by these thoughts all the
[ way they were going home, Helen, we
- may imagine, did not appear as cheen-
ful, or as much ot ewse, as usual. Her -
wnother and her sister were conversing
~ wery agreeably; but if she had beeh
-isked when the carrage stopped, she
tould not kave told a single syllable of
what théy had been saying. '
Mrs. Temple perceived that some-
thing hung heavy upon her daughters
mind; but, trusting. to her long habits
of candour and integrity, she was de-.
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termined to leave her entirely at liberty ;
she therefore wished her a good night,
without inquiring into the cause of her
melancholy.

Helen scarcely knew what it was to
lie awake at. night; she generally slept’
soundly from the moment she went to
bed till the morning, and then wakened
‘88 gay as a lark ; but now it was quite
-otherwise ; she lay awake, uneasy and

" restless, her pillow was wet with her
tears, she turned from side to side, but
in vain; it was the longest night she
‘ever remembered ; she wished a thou-
sand times for morning, but when the
mdrning came, she got up with a very
-heavy heart ; all her usual .occupations
had lost their charms ; and what she felt
-the most painful was, her mother’s kind,
-open, unsuspicious manner. - She had
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never, at least, she had never for many
years, broken her word; she had long
felt the pleasure of integrity, and knew
 how to estimate its loss.
“ And for what,” said Helen to her-
self, “ have I forfeited this pleasure ?—
for nothing.”
- But, besides this, she was totally at
& loss to know what step she was next
‘to take; mnor could she consult the
| friends she had always been accustomed.
‘to apply to for advice. Two ideas of
honour, two incompatible ideas, were -
struggling in her mind. She thought
that she should.not betray her compa-
‘nion, and she. knew she ought not
to deceive her mother. She was fully.
resolved never to open the book which
she- had in her pocket, but yet she was
to keep it she knew not how long. Lady
Augusta -had desired her to send it
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home; but she did net sqe hew this.
was ta be agcomplished, withgut having
recourse to the spcret gssistance of sefr
‘vants, a species of meanmgss. to whieh
she had never stooped, She theught
she saw herself involved in /ine'xﬁrica,ﬁ,e
 difficulties. She knew not what to de;
- she laid her head down. upen her Arms,
and wept bitterly,

Her mother just then' came into the
soom-— Helen, my - desr,” spid she,
without taking any notice of her tears,
“ here’s a fan, which one of the servants
just brought out of the e¢nrriage; I fiad
it was left there by accident all night.-

“ The man tels me, that Mademei-
selle Panache, put it into the front pockeh
and said it was a present from Lady
Augusta to Miss Helen.” kwas 8 spless
did French Fan. f

«“Qh," said Helen, %I ean’t toke iti]
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I can’t take any present from Lady Au-
. gusta I wish »

“You wish, perbaps,”’ said Mrs. .
| Temple, smiling, ¢ that you had not be-
 gun the traffic of presents; but since
you have, it would not be handsome,
it- would not be proper, to refuse the
fan.” - _ :

“ But I must—T will refuse it!” said
Helen, ¢« Oh, mother! .- you don’t
know -how unhappy I am!”—She
paused. “ Didn't you see that some-
thing was the matter, madam, when you
.came up yesterdgy into Lady Augustas
' Toqm ? "’

“Yes,” said her mother, “1 did;
but T did not choose to inquire the .
"cause; I thought if you had wished I
should know it, that you would haye
told it to me, You are now old
 VOL. IV. s
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envagh, Helen; to-be trewted- with con-
fidence.”

“No,” said Helen, bursting’ into
tears; ¢ I amy not-windeed: I am ndti-s
I Kave-~But, oh, mother lsthe’ worsts:
ofall'ig; that I don’t Know whether I¥
shoald? telf you 'any’ thing: about it or:
no—I ought not to betray any bodys
ought I 2

«\Certainly net: and as té me, thé:
desire- your mows shiowi:to- be -simceretis-
emough ;- you: are' perfictly at libertyx
if'] can assist’ to advise you, niy-deaxy F
will';' bt I do: not- want to-foroe smy
secret from you: do what you think-
right and ‘honourable.””

“ But'I have done: what is very dis-

* honowrable;” said Helemt~®'At loastv]"

may: telli 'you -alt: titut: ooncerns -myeelf:
INiwm afwid you will think:-T'have brokew:
my promise,” said she, drawing the-Hook
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ftom .her pocket,~ I have .brought
Jiome this bopk.”—She 'paused, .gnd
- seemed to wait ‘for her mother’s re- -
.proaches: but her mother was silent ;
~she .did not Jaok engry, ‘hut . susprised
- and sorry. . .
o« Js this:all you wished to say? ”
| « All that I can say,” replied Helen.
'\Perhaps, if you heard the whalestory,
. you .might think me less to blame ; -but
1 cannot tell. it to. you. I hape you
- mill not, ask me any more.”
- “No,” said her mother, “that, I as-
~_sure you, I.will not.”
- “And now, :mother, will you-—and
" yow'll set my heart at -ease. againw=will
~you tell . me what I shall do. with the

book ?”

That-'I .cannot poasxblyzdo I .can-.
aot.advise when I don't know the cir-
s2 .



106 MADEMOISELLE PANACHE.

cumstances; I pity you, Helen, but
I cannot help you; you must judge for
yourself.”

Helen, after some deliberation, re-
solved to write a note to Lady Augusta,
and to ask her mother to send it.

Her mother sent it, without looking
at the direction.

“ Oh, mother! how good you are to
me ! ” said Helen ; “ and now, ‘madam,‘
what shall be my punishment ? *’

. % It will be a very severe punishment,
Tm afraid; but it is in my power to
help it: my ‘confidence in you does not
depend upon myself; it must always de-
pend upon you.”

# « Oh! have I lost your confi-
dence?” .

«“ Not lost, but lessened it,” said her

mother.” “I cannot possibly feel the
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same confidence in you now, that I did
yesterday morning; I cannot feel the
same dependence upon a person who
has deceived me, as upon oze who never
had—could you?”

“ No, certainly,” said Helen, with a
deep sigh.

“ Oh!” said she to herself, “if Lady
Augusta knew the pain she has cost

' me !—But I’'m sure, however, she’ll tell

her mother all the affair, when she reads

~my note.”

Helen’s note contained much elo-
quence and more simplicity ! but as
to the effect upon Lady Augusta, she
calculated ill. No answer was returned

~but a few ostensible lines:—¢ Lady

Augusta’s compliments, and she was
happy to hear Miss Helen T. was

- better, &c.”—And, strange to . -tell!

AY
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'when they .met .about .three.weeks
«after at a ball in .town, Lady Au-
gusta did not .think proper .to
take any natice .of Helen or Emma.
She looked as if she had never seen
.them before, and .by .a -haughty stare,
for girls can stare now almost as well .as
momen, cancelled .all her former- expres-
wsions of friendship for her ““.dear Helgn.”
It is.to be observed, that she was now
.in company with two or three young.la-
dies of higher rank, whom she thoyght
.more fashionable, and .consequently
more amiable.

Mrs. Temple was by mno means
isorry to find this ..intimacy  between
Lady Augusta and .her daughter \dis-
solved.

«]1 am sure -the next time,” ,said
Helen, « I'll take -care pot ‘to like :a



MADEMOISFLLE PANACHE. 199

stranger * merely for having a blue
saish." i

“But,. indeed,” said Emma;, “'T' do’
think Mademoiselle - Panache, from alP
I saw of her, is to blame for many of
Lady Augusta’s defects.”

'« Fogall.of themy, Il answer for it;”

said Helen; I wanldnet\Hanea French
governess for the world; Lady S***
might well say, they were a sad set of
people.”

“Thatt wen' too . gemgral. an’ ex-
pression, Helen,” said Mrs. Temple ;
“and it is neither wise nor just, to
judge of any set of people by an
‘individual, whether that individual be
'good or bad.—All French govern- |
esses are nol like Mademoiselle Pa-
nache.”
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Helen corrected her expression; and
said, “ Well, I mean, I would not for
the world have such a governess as Ma- -
demoiselle Panache ! ”’

[The Second Part of Mademoiselle Panache is
given in Miss Edgeworth’s « Moral Tales.”’}

END OF THE FOURTH VOLUME.
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